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PART II.— THE STORY. 

(Continued.) 
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CHAPTER X. 

THE PIRST YEAR ALONE. 

A WHOLE year had rolled away since 
the events last recorded. Autumn and 
winter had passed, and it was summer 

« 

once more ; but the good folks of Grey- 
stoke looked in vain for the travellers 
to return; excuses came, and letters, but 
not themselves ; for, in truth, Daisy 
Thornton could not make up her mind 
to face the old life. 

In the months first following upon 
the separation from her husband, there 
was indeed a feeling of intense relief 
and enjoyment in her newly-acquired 
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freedom. No surroundings to put her in 
mind of former days, no one near to ask 
awkward questions, and she had hardly 
realized the weight of the yoke till it 
was lifted; she could almost fancy her 
married life a dream, and she once more 
Daisy Pemberton, free to live and love 
as she would. 

But now all was slowly changing, and 
as weeks and months ran on, she was 
seized with a feverish desire to hear some- 
thing of Mr. Thornton's movements, to 
know for a certainty whether this strange 
anomalous life were to go on for ever. 
After all he was her husband, united to 
her so far by an indissoluble bond, and 
she asked herself, if his love for her had 
been so slight and flimsy a thing, that 
he could bear to part with her com- 
pletely, and let her drift utterly out of 
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his existence. She felt she deserved it; 
she knew she had traded on his affection ; 
she had counted that there was no mea- 
sure to his love, and even when farthest 
apart from him she acknowledged, with 
satisfaction to herself, her unlimited 
power over him. Suddenly all her cal- 
culations had been thrown out ; could it 
be that she had counted on a love which 
had no sure foundation ? If this were so, 
if what she had believed in so firmly- 
had never been, where was she? — what 
hope had she for the future ? 

It almost seemed as if such were really 
the case. In private she had made every 
inquiry ; her mother had been frequently 
at the house in Eaton Place, but no news 
had there been heard of him, and his 
agents gave always the same answer 
— that he was abroad on business, and 
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as he was continually moving there was 
no address to give ; probably, they said, 
Mrs. Thornton could supply her mother 
with a later date than was in their power 
to do ; and how could she allow that her 
daughter was most ignorant of all ? 

But to return to the travellers. The 
first eight months of their foreign sojourn 
they had spent prinpipally in the larger 
continental towns, — Paris, then south to 
Italy. Plorence, Verona, Venice, each 
in turn, and lastly Milan. Here they 
stayed for some weeks, whilst Celeste 
sought out each well-remembered nook 
and corner. In the cemetery the flowers 
bloomed and the grass was green on her 
father's grave — green also in the memory 
of the Sisters was the artist's child, who 
came back to them now in the full glory 
of her maidenhood, penetrating like a 
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stream of warm sunshine into their cool 
and shady lives ; and they felt she could 
not have been one of them. It was well 
that she should have gone to England, 
and surrounded herself with life, and joy, 
and love; their pearl-coloured existence 
could never have ssttisfied the girl who 
delighted in the depth and lustre of the 
ruby. 

She spent many hours with them, and 
heard their simple tales of all that had 
happened since they parted; of those 
who had joined them, and those who had 
left for other work, and of those two, 
Sister Maria and Sister Caterina, sleep- 
ing in the churchyard. Celeste saw their 
graves near the old sun-dial, and she 
thought how monotonously the shadow 
travelled round its face, it could have 
done nought else in the convent life. 
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Then her thoughts flew to another sun- 
dial in the Priory garden under English 
skies; the shadow had no monotonous 
path there; clouds and sunshine, light and 
shade, its journey always broken, and she 
knew she would rather have the shadows 
in her lif e. 

From Milan they wandered northwards, 
spending some weeks at the lakes in 
those two first months of spring when 
they are at their most perfect beauty; 
then at last, when July's sun was making 
the towns unbearable, and even the lakes 
hazy and sleepy, they found themselves 
on the other side the Alps, among ch^ets 
and glacier streams, and in the heavens 
above them the eternal snows. 

It was a relief to get from the beaten 
track, to hide themselves in unfrequented 
villages; for Celeste saw with anxiety 

8 
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that these past months were leaving their 
mark on her companion ; she was looking 
thin, with a restless questioning look in 
her eyes, but of what she had suflFered 
and of what suspense was doing she said 
no word. Never from the first had she 
spoken to the girl of what had happened, 
and Celeste hardly knew how it was that 
the truth gradually came to her, and she 
also connected present events with that 
evening by the river. 

The delight of going abroad had come 
upon Celeste so suddenly, that at first 
she hardly realized that her companion 
was to be the woman whose conduct she 
so condemned, and who in days gone by 
had ruined Gilbert Boscawen's life; and 
before the delight and novelty had ceased 
she had come to care for Daisy in a 
strange outside way, utterly disassociating 
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her with the events of her own life, 
and feeling a strong sympathy with and 

■ 

sorrow for her. 

The reverse would have been impossible 
to a nature like Celeste's, stirred to the 
depths as it could be by the sight of 
silent suffering, even knowing as she did 
that Daisy was herself to blame. 

But anxiety was giving place to more 
serious alarm, for each week now made 
a difference. Suspense was doing rapid 
work, and no assumed indifference could 
hide the loss of appetite, the languor 
creeping over her, the shunning of 
strangers — all marks of the unspoken 
burden that she carried. Celeste longed 
to be home again, to be where she could 
get help, if that were necessary ; but 
Mrs. Thornton would not hear of it, 
turned the idea that anything was the 

10 
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matter with her into ridicule, and reso- 
lutely deferred their return from month 
to month. 

Celeste heard constantly from Grey- 
stoke, and in the letters were often 
messages from Prank, evidently waiting 
but a hint to come out and join them. 
Celeste questioned whether she should 
give that hint; but she put it off from 
day to day. Something might turn up, 
and how could she throw a crumb to 
the man and awake him to a sense of a 
hunger which she could not satisfy with 
bread? Seeing so clearly the wreck of 
the Thorntons' lives, she could not do 
the same. 

Every day showed her more clearly 

that her answer to Prank had been right, 

that she could have given no other; 

for her whole heart and life were bound 

11 
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up in following Gilbert Boscawen's 
story. 

In thought she had been with him 
daily, nay, almost hourly, during the past 
winter months, when news came home of 
what the troops were doing. She fancied 
him in every situation, she supplied all 
the details, and grasped eagerly at all 
information respecting the country that 
came within her reach. Then the time 
came when engagements took place ; and 
with beating heart and cold still face she 
read of how his regiment had been at the 
front. And the lists of killed and wounded 
came home, sometimes right and some- 
times wrong, but always filling the reader 
with a sickening dread that the name 
above all others might be there. 

But the fight was over now, at last 

she had seen him mentioned as one of 

12 
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those receiving promotion for their ser- 
vices. She flushed with pleasure ; there 
was a light in her eyes. Was it not more 
to her than all beside ? 

Mrs. Thornton read the papers too that 
day, but it was in a listless, half-hearted 
way. She saw Captain Boscawen's name 
mentioned, she saw his regiment was 
under orders for home, that already they 
must have started, but it roused no 
interest in her. His name served but to 
chafe the sore. He seemed to her now, 
only in a dull kind of way, as the cause 
of this constant misery ; she laid down 
the paper impatiently and went forward 
to the window. 

They had been staying some days at 

Grindelwald; it was yet early in the 

season, the hotel was not crowded, and they 

had the sitting-room almost to themselves. 

13 
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In the verandah Celeste was curled up 
on a cushion reading, and gazing from time 
to time up the valley to where the Wetter- 
horn rose in silent grandeur, speculat- 
ing in a sort of sleepy way what the 
ascent of such a mountain would imply. 
She was watching various parties come and 
go; blue veils fluttered, mules stamped, 
and alpenstocks abounded ; she was quietly 
amused, for the time being forgetting all 
other feelings in that of lazy enjoyment. 
She looked round as Daisy stepped on to 
the balcony beside her. 

" Come and sit out here," she said ; " it 
is delicious and so amusing. I am watch- 
ing those two guides waiting at the 
* Dependance ' ; see they have made great 
preparations 1 Some one must be going 
up something. Let us watch and see 

who it is." 
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" What a child you are, Celeste ! I 
wish I had your happy way of losing 
myself in passing events ! " 

"I am a philosopher," she answered 
demurely. 

Anything more unlike a philosopher 
could not well be imagined, and Daisy 
laid her hand gently on her rippling hair 
and stroked it from her temples. 

"Well, Mr. Philosopher, and what is 
your creed ? " 

" I think it is natural philosophy," she 
said, half laughing, with an underlying 
current of earnestness. " It is only that 
I am a coward, and am afraid of pain, so 
I escape by making myself enjoy little 
things — trifles I suppose they are." 

Mrs. Thornton was silent ; it sounded 

unnatural to hear the girl talk of pain ; 

what could she know about it ? 

15 
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" You are tired, nCamiel' Celeste said 
gently ; " come and rest yourself with , 
looking at the hills." 

Mrs. Thornton stepped forward, leaning 
her elbows on the balcony, and letting 
her eyes wander over the snowy range 
before her. 

"Rest I" she said, wearily; "is that 
what you find? To me they are only 
great and far away, they seem to laugh 
at all our worries." 

" They are always the same," said the 
girl ; " that is what I like." 

" And cold as stone," answered Daisy, 
bitterly; "but you have enough life in 
you to vivify your surroundings; you 
see all through rosy spectacles." 

" Perhaps," said Celeste simply. 

There was silence then, each busy with 

her own thoughts until they were inter- 

16 



THE FIRST YEAR ALONE. 



rupted by the arrival of the post ; letters 
from England for both of them. 

Mrs. Thornton's was from her mother ; 
she re^id it as she stood, with her back 
turned towards Celeste, then folded it 
and put it in her pocket. It told one 
item of news — it was understood by Mr. 
Thornton's agents that he was coming 
home. 

Mrs. Thornton looked round; Celeste 
was engrossed with her letters; she re- 
sumed her position, with her elbows on the 
balustrade, gazing aimlessly in front of her. 

So he was going to settle down once 
more, and take up his old life, content to 
be without her ; this was the uppermost 
thought in Daisy's mind. How unreal, 
how utterly absurd it seemed to her I she, 
wandering on the continent, with no 
settled home, and her husband willing 
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that she should do so, making no sign, 
seemingly oblivious of her existence. It 
never struck her that perhaps he had 
been the principal sufferer, that his deep 
love for his wife must have made the 
step he had taken one full of pain 
and sorrow. He had half hoped she 
might recall him, that if she really 
wished for his presence a letter through 
his agents would gladly have brought 
him to her side ; but no such letter came, 
and he heard of her through them, as 
travelling abroad, drawing her allowance 
regularly, and he pictured her to himself 
as revelling in her freedom; whilst he 
returned to work with the skeleton in his 
closet. 

A long-drawn sigh from Celeste roused 
Daisy at last, and she turned to see what 
had occasioned it. 

18 
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"Yes, they are all well," Celeste 
answered, in reply to Mrs. Thornton's 
questions. "And," she said, with mo- 
mentary awkwardness, " Major Boscawen 
is coming home." 

"He seems to be always at home," 
said Daisy impatiently. 

" Oh no ! The last was special leave 
because of his mother's health, and now 
it is only that the regiment has been out 
thirteen years, so it must -come home. 
He will be at Greystoke for a very short 
time, for he has just got two months' 
leave, and is coming from Brindisi over- 
land. His health has suffered a little, 
it seems, and he is ordered to spend some 
weeks in Switzerland before returning to 
Greystoke." 

" You seem thoroughly well up in his 
affairs, child." 
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Celeste coloured. 

" It was in my letter," she said, by way 
of explanation. 

"We are not likely to meet," Mrs. 
Thornton suddenly announced, " for I 
am going home I " 

" To London ? " asked Celeste, in 
astonishment. 

" Only to England ; I am tired of this ; 
I want change." 

Her voice truly echoed her words. 

Celeste rose to her feet and slipped her 
arm into Daisy's, saying, caressingly — 

"Let us go out now; the air will 
refresh you ; come I " 

But Mrs. Thornton did not move ; she 
stood gazing across the road and shrub- 
bery that divided them from the * D^pend- 
ance.' A carriage stood at the door, light 
luggage had been put on, and now there 
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was some slight appearance of confusion 
as the gentleman for whom it was intended 
came to the door. 

Celeste followed the direction of Daisy's 
eyes; something in the fixity of their 
gaze startled the girl, and her breath was 
coming short and sharp through her 
parted lips. The colour had fled from 
her face; she had seen but the outline 
of a figure, and yet she could not be 
mistaken. 

A minute passed away, the driver had 
taken his seat, two men came hurriedly 
out, leapt into their places, there was a 
crack of the whip, and they were off at a 
gallop down the hill. 

A groan burst from Daisy's lips, and 

before Celeste knew what had happened 

she was gone. The girl followed instantly, 

and found her among the waiters eagerly 
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pressing round to know what was the 
matter, what did madam require ? 

"The gentleman — the name of the 
gentleman ? " she asked. 

" Which of them ? there were two/' 

" The shortest of the two, the fair one." 

" They had not noticed whether he were 
fair. He was English; his name might 
be in the visitors' book, they could not 
tell. He was going over one of the 
passes; he did not look like a moun- 
taineer," and they laughed among them- 
selves. 

" Where was he going ? " she asked. 

" He was to return, they believed, they 
could not tell. Monsieur was very silent ; 
they were not sure." 

Then Celeste saw Daisy grasp the table 
by which she stood, and in another 
moment she had fainted dead away- 

22 
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She came round again soon, but did 
not seem inclined to speak. They had 
carried her to her room, and Celeste, 
having drawn down the blinds in hopes 
she would faU asleep, left her alone. She 
slipped away to the salon, and there in the 
visitors' book saw the last entry — Thomas 
Thornton, Esq., England. • 
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AMONG THE MOUNTAINS. 

About two hours later Daisy joined 
Celeste in the garden ; she could not rest, 
the sight of her husband had awakened 
her to the true state of her feelings, and 
her heart cried wildly out for him. She 
did not love him, she had been a fool ever 
to marry him, all this she told herself; 
but still, but still — she was alone though 
a wife; she longed for his protection, 
that was all. 

So she left the room and went in 

search of Celeste; she must occupy her 
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thoughts, she would fill the hours with 
active employment. Celeste remonstrated 
with her; she ought not to have come out 
so soon; but all remonstrance was in 
vain, she had made up her mind that it 
was just the day to go to the upper 
glacier and see the blue grotto. It was 
early in the afternoon, they had plenty 
of time before them to be back com- 
fortably for tabk'd' hdte ; they would ride 
there, — after all it was barely three 
miles, — and walk home again in the cool 
of the evening. 

The day was perfectly glorious, the 
grass about their feet was bright with 
wild-flowers, and the snow-peaks were 
glistening against the blue of the sky. 
Celeste's spirits rose higher and higher, 
she forgot the events of the earlier part 

of the day, and her natural buoyancy 
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would assert itself, winning Mrs. Thornton 
at last to smiles. 

Dismissing their horses at the pine- 
woods, they themselves started across the 
narrow moraine which separated them 
from the glacier. Inspecting the ice- 
cave, poking about for flowers, and 
wandering along the foot of the glacier, 
time flew. It was the tinkling of the 
cow-bells as the herd came down from 
the high Alps which warned them at last 
that the afternoon was slipping away, 
and that they must turn homewards. 

A change had come over Mrs. Thorn- 
ton's mood ; for some time past she had 
been able for very little exercise, to-day 
it seemed that her walking powers had 
returned, and that nothing would tire 
her; but Celeste noticed with anxiety 

that her strength was purely fictitious, 
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coming from unnatural excitement, and she 
dreaded the reaction which must follow, 
and which she was so powerless to prevent. 
Daisy laughed and chattered gaily all 
the way home. She now scorned the 
miserable weakness in herself that would 
not let her live and enjoy her life, 
despite the net of her own weaving in 
which she found herself caught. She 
had been taken off her guard that morn- 
ing, but in any future meeting she would 
show how little she cared. In the inter- 
vening hours she had made her plans 
for the future. She would return to 
London, she . would expatriate herself no 
longer. Surely such a city was large 
enough, both for herself and her husband, 
without ever crossing each other's paths. 
Of these plans she spoke to Celeste on 
their homeward way. 
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"We shall not hurry ourselves,'* she 
said, "we shall simply go as our fancy 
pleases, and then we shall turn up at 
Greystoke and take them by surprise." 

" How very glad they will be ! " said 
Celeste softly. "They are wearying for 
us to go home.*' 

"And you are wearying also, aren't 
you ? " 

" A little, perhaps ; but do not think 
I have not enjoyed it all a great deal 
more than I can say; only I shaU be glad 
to settle down to our cottage life again. 
I shall just be in time to stone the plums 
for the jam," she added, laughing gaily at 
the sequence of her thoughts, connecting 
naturally her aunts and their surround- 
ings, with the routine of household duties. 

" Ah ! well, child, there are worse occu- 
pations than making jam ! " 

28 
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"I am glad I have a great deal of 
work," she answered naturally ; " one has 
no time to weary and to wish for things 
outside one's life when Aunt Dulcina is 
always trotting at one's elhows, to see 
that all is properly done. The best of 
. young people are forgetful, you know ! " 
she added, mimicking her aunt's manner. 

Mrs. Thornton regarded her thought- 
fully, and envied the sunshine which 
seemed so woven into her nature. 

" I wish I were you," she exclaimed ; 
"you are the very light of their lives; 
they could not now live without you. 
It must make you very happy ! " 

" Yes, I suppose it does ; and yet— 
they may not always have me with 
them ! " 

Celeste did not know why she uttered 

the thought aloud; it was perhaps her 

29 
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heart that cried out, protesting against 
such a sacrifice. 

"You must not go very far away, 
then," Daisy said, kindly ; " we must 
find some one whose ambitions do /not 
soar above what Grey stoke can satisfy." 

"Wedded to a vegetable, that would 
just suit me.' 

The girl laughed and coloured as she 
said the words, she had a happy conscious- 
ness that whatever happened, that could 
never be her future. Then they let the 
subject drop, for married life was treading 
on dangerous ground. 

They had crossed the narrow plank 
bridge which separated the garden from 
the meadow beyond, and were slowly 
wandering up the path through the 
shrubbery which surrounded the ch&let- 
built hotel. They were loth to go in. 
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The evening lights were transforming the 
valley into a dream of fairy-land ; every- 
thing veiled in golden mist, nature seemed 
falling asleep like a tired child. They 
both turned, feasting their eyes on the 
scene. Neither spoke ; it seemed as if 
no earthly senses were complete enough 
fully to realize the wondrous beauty that 
lay before them. Ever afterwards Grindel- 
wald presented itself to Celeste under this 
aspect ; it was the absolute hush of calm 
before the storm broke, and some presenti- 
ment of coming danger and present enjoy- 
ment held them where they were. 

Celeste was the first to leave the scene 
behind her, and believing herself followed 
by her companion, she entered the salon 
from the garden. A group, of tourists 
stood in the window, discussing some 

question in awe -struck whispers, but she 
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passed them unnoticed; not even an 
unusual stir among the waiters as she 
went through the lobby roused her; it 
was left to a loquacious maiden, furnish- 
ing her with candles in her own room, to 
announce the truth. 

** Had mademoiselle heard the news ? 
There had been a dreadful accident, and a 
poor English gentleman was nearly killed. 
It was terrible ; he had only left that 
morning ! " 

How did it happen that there never 
was any doubt in Celeste's mind to whom 
the girl referred ? 

" Oh, do not tell Mrs. Thornton," she 
exclaimed ; " she is his wife I " 

"Tornton! yes, that was the name. 
He and another gentleman were travelling 
together ; the other was not hurt." 

The rest of the information was wasted ; 
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Celeste had hurried down-stairs to hear 
what she could from a more reliable 
source. 

It was all quite true. The two gentle- 
men had met for the first time at table 
d'hdte the evening before ; Mrs. Thornton 
and Celeste had only missed seeing them 
by returning late from a drive, and having 
supper in their private sitting-room. 

Mr. Thornton and his newly-acquired 
friend agreed to travel in company the 
f ollorwing morning, both being bound for 
Interlaken. They had taken a single 
horse carriage, and in going down one of 
the steeper hills in the Liitchin valley, 
the shaft had broken, the horse took 
fright and bolted. At the foot of the hill 
the carriage came in contact with a 
jutting rock ; it was overturned, and the 
horse was thrown. Neither the driver 
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nor Mr. Thornton's friend had received 
more than some bad cuts and bruises, but 
he himself now lay unconscious at the 
inn of the Zwei Liitchinen, where he had 
been at once carried. He had struck his 
head sharply against the rock ; the wound 
bled very freely, and he had since been 
quite insensible. All these details Celeste 
gathered from various sources ; the inform- 
ation had been brought by a party from 
Interlaken, who had just arrived ; they 
had passed the scene of the accident gome 
hours before. How prosaic it all sounded ! 
— a common run-away on a country road, 
with none of the painful romance usually 
attendant on Swiss accidents of breaking 
ropes, lost guides, and yawning crevasses, 
— yet as surely had it done its work. 

Celeste looked round helplessly. What 
was to be done ? And the horror depicted 

34 



AMONG THE MOUNTAINS. 



on the faces of' the bystanders recalled 
forcibly to her mind the terrible scene of 
her childhood, and of her father's death. 
It roused her also to remember Daisy. 
In the long-ago she herself had been the 
principal suflferer; now she was an out- 
sider, and another had to bear this 
burden. 

" Was there a doctor within reach ? " 
she asked. " Had everything been done 
for the poor man that could be done ? " 

" Yes ; it was all right ; the Interlaken 
doctor was there when the travellers 
passed the inn. He said nothing could 
be done in the mean while ; it was dread- 
ful to think Mr. Thornton had no 
friends ! " 

No one had noticed the still, silent 
woman who had stood at Celeste's elbow 
during the latter part of the recitation. 
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Daisy, entering the • lobby without 
warning, found Celeste the centre of 
attraction, and naturally joining her to 
know the cause, heard all the details of 
the tragedy. 

She was powerless to move, turned 
almost to stone where sh^ stood. She was 
conscious, in a dim sort of way, that it 
was her husband that they were discussing 
so eagerly, but that she was so far apart, 
so cut off from his life, she had no right 
to feel even the natural pity that would 
be aroused in the breast of a stranger. 
She had no heart, no capacity for suffer- 
ing; she was not certain that she even 
was herself the wife of the man lying 
insensible at the mountain inn ; nay, 
perhaps, ere now, dead. 

All these thoughts were surging in her 

brain, while questions were asked and 
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answered, no one aware of her presence. 
But the last words awakened her from 
her mental swoon — " He had no friends/* 
" Then he needed her " — with a feeling 
almost akin to rapture the thought broke 
in on her. 

She laid her hand gently on Celeste's 
shoulder ; the girl started in horror, and 
her eyes eagerly questioned Daisy's coun- 
tenance to read whether she had learnt 
the truth. 

"I have heard all," she said in even 
passionless tones that astonished herself. 
" We must go to him at once. Celeste ; 
will you order a carriage, and see that 
all is done ? " 

Then turning to the astonished waiters 
she said, by way of explanation : 

" Monsieur est man mart/ " 

They could hardly understand, they 
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thought the poor lady had lost her reason, 
but when Celeste confirmed the state- 
ment they were profuse in their offers 
of assistance ; they were overwhelmed 
that madame had heard their careless 
discussion. 

Mrs. Thornton scarcely listened to their 
apologies ; she turned from them and 
ascended the staircase, leaving Celeste to 
make all arrangements. She entered her 
room, and went unconsciously forward to 
the window, — ^the valley had turned from 
gold to grey. She put her hands to her 
head, and cried in her misery : 

" Oh God ! my punishment is greater 
than I can bear." 

When Celeste found her shortly after- 
wards, she was hurriedly putting together 
their things, and when the carriage came 
round they were ready to leave. 
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The shadows were falling as they drove 
rapidly from Grindelwald, and Celeste 
looked sadly back at the fast-receding 
mountains. Por the past week she had 
enjoyed herself more than she had done 
for months, but the accident had roused 
gloomy forebodings for the future ; besides, 
the unnatural calm in which Daisy had 
wrapped herself, filled her with dismay. 
She sat absolutely silent during the two 
hours' drive, save from time to time she 
consulted her watch, and an impatient 
sigh broke from her lips. Celeste, watch- 
ing her furtively, would have been thank- 
ful to see any symptoms of her breaking 
down, there was no possibility of such a 
thing however — her nerves were strung 
for endurance. 

The vault above them became deeper 

and deeper, the stars came out one by 
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one ; then the moon rose, and fell coldly 
on the snowflelds of the Jungfrau. The 
driver cracked his whip, the horses put 
on an extra spurt, knowing themselves 
near their destination, and in five minutes 
they had drawn up at the inn of the 
Zwei Liitschinen. 

Travellers were not expected at so 
late an hour ; there was some con- 
fusion as the master of the hotel was 
sought, and the ladies stood in the hall 
waiting. 

Mrs. Thornton's throat was parched, 
she could not speak. Celeste saw the 
agony in her face. 

" Is Mr. Thornton, the Englishman 

who met with the accident, here ? " she 

asked, dreading to put in plainer words 

the thought that was uppermost in both 

their minds. 
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" Ah yes, poor gentleman, lie is here ; 
he lies insensible np-stairs." 

"He lives?" The words came faintly 
from Daisy's lips. 

" He lives ; he may still recover ! " 

"I must go to him at once," she 
exclaimed feverishly. " I am his wife." 

" Ah I how dreadful it must be for 
Madame ! — but it was impossible, quite 
impossible she should see him ; Monsieur 
le Medicin had left the strictest orders." 

" But he did not know I was here ; I 
am the natural person to be with him," 
she pleaded. 

" Undoubtedly Madame was right, still 
it was impossible ; the landlord had ^iven 
his word to the doctor that no one should 
be admitted. There were two Soeurs de 
Charity in attendance ; Monsieur was 
well cared for, Monsieur must have no 
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excitement, the doctor said that quiet was 
absolutely necessary or he might die I " 

Mrs. Thornton looked helplessly at 
Celeste ; for such a contingency she was 
not prepared ; her over-taxed nerves could 
hardly bear the strain. 

"After all it will be better," the girl 
said quietly; "you must have food and 
rest, and then to-morrow you will be 
ready to take your share in the nursing." 

The landlord looked gratefully at 
Celeste. 

" Mademoiselle was right, the doctor 
would be there early, Madame would be 
rested and able to see him. He could 
send refreshments to their rooms ; every- 
thing would be ready immediately ; " and 
he disappeared to put his promises into 
execution. 

The small rooms looked dark and 
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dreary, lighted only by a single candle, 

and Daisy sunk into a chair weary and 

disheartened. Two maidservants flitted 

about anxious to do their best to make 

things comfortable. Then came a jingle 

of glasses, and supper was brought in, 

extra candles followed; the landlord 

could not do enough to make up for his 

refusal of Mrs. Thornton's request. 

At last they were left in peace, and 

Celeste with difficulty induced her to 

take some food. Now that all call for 

present exertion was over she seemed 

to have fallen into a kind of stupor. The 

food and wine revived her, Celeste too 

did not know how hungry she herself 

was until she began to eat. They had 

had no time for dinner before leaving 

Grindelwald, therefore they had had no 

food since mid- day. Both of them were 
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mucli better after it, and Celeste hoped 

that a night's rest would go far in giving 

to Mrs. Thornton necessary strength for 

what might lie before her. Their rooms 

were adjoining ones, and Celeste having 

at last induced Daisy to lie down, left 

her, hoping she might fall asleep. 

How gaunt the shadows were that fell 

on the walls of her room ! — how still 

everything sounded! — her heart beat 

with unreasoning nervousness. She was 

intensely conscious of that other room 

somewhere not very far away from her, 

occupied by the quiet insensible figure 

lying on the bed, while the Sisters 

watched the hour-hand of the clock go 

slowly round ; and she shivered when she 

thought the angel of death might pass 

her door that night. 

She fell asleep soon, utterly worn out ; 
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she was conscious once or twice during 
the night of a footstep near her that 
never ceased restlessly pacing to and 
fro. The wheels of the doctor's carriage 
wakened her at last, to find the sunshine 
streaming in at her window, and Mrs. 
Thornton standing beside her bed. 

" He is alive still," she said, " and I 
am going to him." 
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AS A SISTER. 

It was evening ; three days had come 

and gone, days of weary waiting and 

painful, strained anxiety. By degrees 

they had fallen into a kind of mechanical 

routine ; food, and hours of watching, and 

then rest coming at longer or shorter 

intervals ; for there was really nothing 

almost to be done for the sufferer, who 

still lay insensible with, as yet, no signs 

of returning vitality. Only one watcher 

was never absent from her post ; nothing 

could persuade Mrs. Thornton to leave 

for an hour even the darkened chamber; 
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she never moved from her chair heside 
her husband's bed ; she took no notice of 
the flight of time ; she did not heed when, 
worn out with watching, the Sisters re- 
lieved each other for rest ; she had 
grown accustomed to their silent presence 
in the room, and was grateful in a way 
for. their gentle care, but it was only 
when the doctor paid his morning and 
evening visits that she really awoke to 
any understanding of passing events. 
Her eyes followed him unceasingly, trying 
to read his thoughts ; if he would only give 
her some shred of comfort to cling to — 
her whole hope for the future was bound 
up in the recovery of his patient; but 
the hours swept on and there was no 
change, and the third day had come and 
was nearly gone. 

Celeste sat alone in the little salon 
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which had been given up to their use. 
The room was nearly dark, the girl's 
figure was lost in the shadow, she was 
sitting by the window with her head 
leaning against the pane; she had been 
alone nearly all day, save when noise- 
lessly entering the other room with food 
and drink, she had stood by Daisy while 

ff 

she mechanically swallowed what was 
required of her. Now she had just paid 
her last visit for the night and was wait- 
ing to see the doctor before she went 
to bed. She was so lost in her own 
thoughts that she started to her feet as 
the door opened; it was only as she 
expected — the doctor ; and he crossed the 
room to where she stood, and spoke in 
subdued tones. 

'' How is Mr. Thornton to-night ? " she 



asked eagerly. 
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"There is a change coming, I think," 
he said. "There are indications of 
returning consciousness; everything de- 
pends on the next few hours. If he 
awakes to reason and is able to take 
a sufficient quantity of nourishment, he 
will do well ; if not " 

He paused. Celeste hardly noticed his 
hesitation, and what use was there to 
tell this' lonely girl of his gravest fears ? 

" Mrs. Thornton, — does she know ? " 

"Yes! I told her the truth, but I 
hardly think she realizes the extent of 
the danger; she seems to build entirely 
on his return to consciousness. I have 
promised to sleep in the hotel to-night; 
I shall be here if I am wanted." 

"Oh, I am so thankful; you are very 
good to us," she said gratefully. 

"No, no, not at all, my dear young 
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lady ; it is a very distressing ease ; but 
now you must go soon to bed and keep 
your strength for the future/' 

He wrung her hand and left her, 
closing the door behind him. She took 
up her place once more by the window, 
she had not promised to obey his com- 
mands ; she felt she could not sleep 
whilst so near to her Daisy was watching, 
waiting, for life or death. 

All around her was silence ; occasion- 
ally in the distance the echo of a door 
opening or shutting told her it was not 
really so late as the darkness led her to 
suppose. She opened the window, the 
air M'^as hot and sultry, and the sky was 
black as ink ; she knew thunder must be 
abroad somewhere that night. She sat 
waiting for the storm to burst, dreading 

and yet longing for the rattling peals 
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which would break in on the silent 

oppression, clear the air, and make her 

once more herself. Thus waiting, her 

thoughts flew far away ; they travelled 

over her childhood's days ; they dwelt but 

lightly on her early sorrow ; they lingered 

lovingly on her English life. A smile 

hovered round her lips as she pictured to 

herself each well-known scene. How she 

loved it all ! — her aunts with their 

dear old-fashioned ways, the cottage and 

its garden with its quaint botanical 

specimens unknown among the present 

generation — " There's rosemary, that's for 

remembrance; pray you, love, remember." 

Very clearly the words came back to 

her, bringing all the picture to her 

memory — her shady hat, the frock she 

wore, the weeds in her basket, the trim 

flower-beds, and above all her own uncon- 
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sciousness when she said the words and 
looked up into the face that had grown 
now so dear to her. And then the after- 
time ; one by one its brightest moments 
passed in review before her — ^many meet- 
ings, many partings, where for her 
unknowingly love reigned king. It was 
getting too much for her ; she could not 
dwell on her happiness; it was, as she 
knew, gone from her. She rose to her 
feet and paced restlessly up and down 
the room. She was still too young to 
know that life holds its highest good 
when the tempest of youth has sunk to 
calm ; the past contained only her idol 
crushed and broken; and the future, 
viewed in the light of the present 
moment, surrounded with anxiety and 
sorrow, mind and body weary, how could 

it look aught but desolate and dark? 
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She looked round the room nervously; 
it seemed filled with ghosts of the past 
which she had called from their graves. 
Was there no escape? — she could not 
pass the night alone. 

She laid her hand on the door; she 
would find some one to share her lonely 
vigU. 

Suddenly the room was illuminated 
with a flash of light. She started; her 
heart was in her throat, but she did not 
scream; after all it was but summer 
lightning, no peal followed in its wake. 
It diverted her attention ; she forgot her 
purpose of finding a companion, and went 
again forward to the window. 

The air had grown more sultry, the 

storm was coming slowly and surely. 

Hark! did she not now hear the first 

distant growl, or was it only the sound 
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of wheels ? Slie listened ; the rumble 

did not cease, it was coming nearer. It 

was too dark to see anything ; she leant 

out of the window as a carriage passed 

underneath and drew up at the door. 

Voices broke on the evening air — ^tlie 

landlord's and another. Her heart stood 

still ; was she mistaken ? She put her 

hands up to her head and leant against 

the window; she had grown sick and 

faint, and felt as if in a dream ? Moments 

of breathless listening followed — the voices 

died away ; then footsteps came along the 

passage ; the door was opened. 

" Yes, Monsieur, Mademoiselle is here." 

In the darkness some one entered. She 

knew who it was ; she stretched out her 

arms to him, and he clasped her hands in 

his strong, warm grip. 

" All alone in the dark. Celeste 1 " 
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" Oh, Gilbert, I have wanted you so ! " 
Neither noticed that she had called him 

* 

by his name. 

" Poor child ! " he said ; " how lonely 
you must have been! we did not know 
that you needed us, or some of us would 
have come to you." 

She was thankful for the darkness to 
cover her burning blushes. His answer 
recalled to her what her words implied ; 
but he had taken them in simple faith, 
no dawning of the truth came to him. 

" I only heard an hour ago what had 

happened," he continued; "letters from 

home that I found at Interlaken told 

me of your movements. I thought I 

might come across you ; but it was only 

in chance talk at table d'hdte that I 

heard of the accident to poor Mr. Thornton. 

I thought I might be of use to Mrs. 
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Thornton," he said gravely; "and now 
that I am here I find I have come in 
time to comfort this poor lonely child ! " 

He was thinking of her as of his future 
sister. He was wishing for her sake that 
he were Prank and not himself, but he 
would do his best ; and she had room for 
no other thought but that he was beside 
her, speaking to her in his deep sym- 
pathetic tones that told so truly that out 
of his own knowledge of suffering he 
could comfort others. 

They stood together in the window 

while she told him all that happened 

within the last few days : of the glimpse 

they had caught of Mr. Thornton as he 

started on his journey, of their excursion 

that same afternoon, and of the news 

that awaited them on their return; and 

then of the days of weary waiting since 
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that time, and of what that night might 
bring. 

" And she is with him now ? " 

" Yes ; she has never left him. She 
sits and watches and waits till he shall 
become himseK again." 

" Poor thing ! 

"It must be very dreadful for her," 
the girl continued; "she never has 
spoken, she never has really told me that 
he has left her, yet somehow I know it ; 
for months she has been fighting with it 
in silence ; and then, when I hoped all 
might come right, for this to be the end! " 

"Such things never come right," he 
said earnestly. " Celeste, whatever you 
do, never marry without love ! " 

She did not answer, and he was silent 
a moment, then he continued more 
lightly : 
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" However, I trust there is no need of 
such a warning ; I am looking forward to 
a happy future for you, child." 

He could not see her where she stood, 
with the light of a woman's love in her 
eyes. Again he was only thinking of 
her as the child beside the stream, her 
wet hat upon her head, and the glistening 
dew-drops in her hair. One small hand 
rested on the window-ledge ; the summer 
lightning playing among the mountains 
fell on it a moment, and he laid his on 
hers in gentle sympathy. 

" How cold you are, little one ! " he 
exclaimed. "I believe you are half- 
starved ; tfou needed my care at any rate." 

" Oh ! where are you going ? " she 
asked nervously ; she could not bear the 
thought of the lonely room. 

"I shall only be gone a few minutes," 
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and he had left her before she could reply. 
She counted the seconds till his return. 
She would not think of the future ; it 
was enough, in the mean while, that he 
was there beside her if she needed him. 
Her hands were indeed, as he said, very 
cold ; she was shivering all over from 
the relaxation of her overstrained nerves. 
His footsteps returning made her tremble ; 
she was ashamed of her own weakness. 

"Coffee and candles, two very good 
things," he said, as he entered, followed 
by a waiter bearing a tray. 

She greeted him with a smile ; he had 

not seen her yet, but the candles filled 

the room with a soft light, and he was 

struck afresh at her loveliness. It spoke 

to him more loudly than usual that night, 

for she looked more fragile, and her eyes 

were soft and beautiful with a hidden 
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joy. He set her coflfee in front of her, 
and a plate of dainty rolls. 

"Now we shall enjoy this together, 
and then you must go and rest" 

She followed his example and began her 
repast. How good it tasted ! — the butter 
and honey were so tempting, and the rich 
fragrance of the coffee filled the room. 
She almost forgot the painful hours 
through which she had lately passed ; she 
enjoyed in childish fashion the impromptu 
supper, and though they spoke in lowered 
voices, their talk was not all of sorrow. 
Gilbert noted with satisfaction Celeste's 
happier mood, in which her low laugh for 
a moment made itself heard. 

They had forgotten the gathering 

storm, but it was coming surely all the 

same. It burst upon them in a moment, 

and they both pushed their chairs from 
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the table, and involuntarily went forward 
to the window. 

" Come out into the verandah," he 
said ; " the candles and the tea-cups spoil 
it all." 

She followed obediently, she had no 
terror now ; she was glad she was to be 
alone with him in the storm. She put 
her hands before her eyes a moment as a 
brilliant fork rent the clouds, and the 
musketry opened from the sky, was caught 
up and tossed back from peak to peak of 
the giant hills. He put out his hand and 
drew her close to his side. 

" You are safe here," he said. " What 
a good thing it was that I came an hour 
ago, and that you had not to face the 
storm alone ! " 

Her hand rested on his arm, and she 

trembled at his words. 
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" Would it have been very terrible ? — 
cannot you bear the thought ? " 

He smiled down at her upturned face, 
and took her hand in his. 

"Ah well; you see I came at the 
right time.' 

His last words were drowned in a 
deafening roar, and the valley blazed 
with fire. She clung to him half- 
terrified. 

" Oh, Gilbert ! take care of me," she 
cried. 

He put his arm round her, and soothed 
her like a frightened child. 

" It is over now," he said. " See how 
the clouds have lifted. That is the first 
star I have seen to-night." 

She did not answer him, and thev 
stood in silence, till far away in the 
distance they heard the rumbling echoes. 
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Still every few minutes the peak of the 
Jungfrau was lighted up, but it was only 
summer lightning ; the storm was past. 

" You must go to bed now, little one," 
he said. ** I shall stay here for another 
hour in case I am wanted, and then I 
shall follow your good example." 

She put her hand in his and simply 
said " Good night ; " passed through the 
open window and left him alone with the 
stars. 
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CHAPTER XIII. 

WIDOWED. 

The doctor had just left the sick-room ; 
Daisy was at her usual post beside her 
husband's bed, and what he had told 
her was slowly finding its way to her 
half-sleeping brain. 

The truth forced itself at last upon her ; 

she woke up with a start ; so the weary 

wait of the past three days was nearly 

over. It was possible, nay, probable, that 

within the next few hours her husband 

would become conscious, and would learn 

that she was beside him, ready to wait 
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on him, to serve him, to expiate with a 
life-long devotion her sin. 

Yet in this, love had no part; there was 
none of the agonizing terror felt by those 
who watch beside those others in whose 
existence they themselves are so com- 

» 

pletely bound up, that when death con- 
quers he almost takes a double life away. 
There was remorse, and bitter repent- 
ance, in which her own past conduct rose 
before her as black and utterly unworthy. 
It was not that she had never known 
better, but that she had resolutely pushed 
it from her ; choosing with open eyes the 
lower part. No palliating excuses were 
possible to her — that she was only one of 
many, that hundreds of others did the 
same, that the world thought very leni- 
ently of what it was pleased to designate 

" girls doing well for themselves." She 
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could not view the subject in such a light ; 

under the cold, calculating surface of 

her nature was her deeper self, awakened 

now for the first time to the stem reality 

that with herself alone had lain the 

making or marring of her life. She 

gazed sadly at the unconscious sleeper; 

she remembered how he had loved her, 

how he had forborne with her for years, 

and she knew what the awakening from 

his dream must have been to him when. 

for her sake he could leave her as he had 

done. She judged him truly in this; 

nothing but the words from her own lips, 

overheard that evening by the river, 

could have made him really understand 

the true state of the case, and the 

hopelessness of ever winning her love. 

She was wrapped in her thoughts ; she 

was quite unconscious that she was not 
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alone ; a shaded night-light threw, long 

shadows on the walls, and fell on the face 

and figure of the nun, who was sitting 

reading at the table where it stood. The 

words she read were those of peace, and a 

calm rested on her brow — with the dying, 

the sick, and the suffering, her life had 

been spent ; she seemed even thus at rest 

and at home. Strange contrast certainly 

these two women in the dimly-lighted 

room ! 

Erom time to time there was some 

slight movement on the part of the 

suflFerer — welcome signs of returning life. 

The night was hot and close ; the window 

stood open carefully shaded by a screen^ 

Breaking in on the silence came the first 

mutter of the storm . Daisy looked round 

uneasily ; the Sister rose, went forward to 

the window and shut the persiennes. She 
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came and stood beside the bed, making 
some gentle, low-toned remarks, trying to 
distract Mrs. Thornton's thoughts, if even 
for a few minutes, but without success. 
Then came the peal of thunder sharp and 
close above their heads ; the room lighted 
with the weird blue flame. It was the 
same peal that had roused Gilbert and 
Celeste from their impromptu supper, 
and it seemed now even to pierce to the 
sleeping brain, for the patient moved 
uneasily, and there was a momentary 
tremor of the eyelids. Daisy looked 
round wildly. 

"Go and fetch the doctor," she said; 
" oh bring him quickly ! " 

The Sister had gone, and she was for 

the moment alone. She had risen and 

was bending over the bed, straining her 

ear for the sound of returning footsteps. 
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They might be coming ; she could not 
hear, she could not tell; the lightning 
flashed, and the roar of the thunder 
deafened her. 

In the silence immediately following 
came a deep-drawn breath, and the eyes 
that had been closed for days, slowly 
opened. They rested on her a moment 
in questioning uncertainty, then a shadow 
of a smile came over his face. 

She took his hand in hers ; she hardly 
dared to breathe. 

His lips moved ; she bent her head to 
catch the whisper — " My wife." 

There was a little shiver, a long-drawn 
sigh ; his eyes had closed for ever. That 
was all; three days waiting, a recogni- 
tion, and he was dead. 

Some few minutes later when the nurse 

returned with the doctor, they found 
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Daisy still standing by the bed, with a 
look on her face as if she too had stood 
on the river's brink, and were hardly yet 
returned to the worid; her cold and 
measured tones sent a chill through her 
hearers. 

" You are too late ; he is dead ! " 
There was a moment's silence while 
the doctor approached the bed, but a 
glance told him her words were true ; he 
took her hands kindly. 

" Dear lady, if it is any comfort, even 
had I been here I could have done 



nothing." 

She looked at him as if she did not 
understand. 

" I mean," he said, " that I have 

known from the first that your husband's 

case was almost hopeless." 

" Why do you tell me this now ? " she 
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asked, drearily. " I have waited all these 
days, and you let me hope, and all the 
time you knew it was useless." 

There was reproach in her tones. 

"What could I do?" he asked. 
" You were his wife." 

" Yes ; his wife — his last words," she 
said dreamily, and turned from them 
and went towards the window. 

Something must be done to rouse her ; 
the Sister followed, and laid her hand on 
her arm. 

" You must come away now," she said 
authoritatively. " You need rest." 

" Rest ! Do you believe in such a 
thing ? " ^he words were uttered half in 
bitterness, half in irony. 

" Can you doubt it ? Your husband is 
at rest; for *so He giveth His beloved 

sleep.' " 
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How full of peace and trust the words 
sounded as they came from the nun s 
lips, uttered with the confidence of 
conviction ! 

" That is in the Bible, isn't it ? " was 
all Daisy said, but she allowed herself to 
be led from the room. 

"Where are you taking me?" she 
asked, and paused resolutely. " I am not 
going to bed ; I will go to the salon and 
rest, then I shall be ready if I am 
wanted." 

Por the moment she had forgotten that 
there was no one to need her now. 

" The salon is occupied by an English- 
man, a friend of yours, I was told." 

She looked for explanation, and the 
doctor continued, 

*' He arrived about a couple of hours 

ago ; he has been with Miss Dubois ever 
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since ; she has now gone to her room, but 
he waits for tidings in the salon — Major 
Boscawen I think was the name." 

She took the news without any symp- 
toms of surprise ; her brain was asleep. 

" Ah ! it is Gilbert Boscawen. I will 
go to him at once ; you need not come." 

She was gone before the words were 

finished, and they watched her till the 

door of the salon closed behind her. She 

looked round, the room was empty, the 

window on to the balcony stood open, — a 

whiff of a cigar came to her from without. 

The storm was really past, the sky was 

bright with stars ; a cool breeze came 

through the window and fanned her 

burning temples ;. but she was dead to 

her surroundings, intent only on her 

search. 

Gilbert stood where Celeste had left 
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him not so very long before ; his thoughts 

were far away, and he had not heard the 

opening of the door behind him. He 

was thinking of himself and of the strange 

freak of fate that had brought him there 

at such a time. The revelations made by 

Celeste had only confirmed what he had 

already guessed regarding the Thorntons' 

history, and all anger against Daisy, and 

the part she had played in his own life, 

was blotted out by compassion for the 

woman in her suffering. Her identity 

with Daisy Pemberton was swept away ; 

he felt no throb of the passion that had 

once consumed him with its fever. 

He was not a man given much to 

analyze his feelings ; his unspoken creed 

was to make the best of his life, to enjoy 

the pleasure of the hour; and if things 

went wrong, to pick up his burden, say 
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nothing about it, and think of the weight 
he had to carry as little as possible. He 
was a keen soldier and a thorough good 
fellow in the eyes of the world ; and if it 
did not credit him with any depth of 
feeling it was not to blame, perhaps, for he 
had never trusted it with his secrets, and 
acted always as though there were nothing 
to conceal. 

It was only Celeste who knew all about 
it, and he never guessed how the girl's 
heart ached with longing to share his 
trouble, and to bring some love into his 
life. Even at the moment she was on 
her knees beside her bed in an agony of 
supplication for him, and for him alone ; 
little dreaming that on the balcony where 
she had so lately stood, his old love was 
now standing beside him. 

At the sound of footsteps Gilbert had 
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wakened from his musings; out of the 
darkness a woman came towards him ; not 
till she was close to him did he recognize 
who it was. 

" Am I wanted ? Can I be of any 
use?" he asked. 

" Yes ; you must help me. It is all 
over now." 

He took her hand in silent sympathy ; 
the right words to say did not come. 
Her manner forbade any unmeaning 
condolences. 

" Gilbert, you are revenged ! Tears 
ago I blighted your life, and the blight 
has fallen on my own ; God only knows 
with what bitterness and curse I " 

He drew back from her in horror ; his 

manhood rose in revolt against a woman 

thus humbling herself before him. 

" Hush I " he said sternly ; ''let the 
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past be buried ; it is with the present 
that we have to do." 

" You will not hear me ; you will not 
grant forgiveness. You cannot stoop to 
give it * after all only to a woman.' " 

How deeply his words spoken years 
ago had struck home ; they had com- 
pletely passed from his mind ; but though 
long buried, they were alive as she uttered 
them, and in a moment he had bridged 
the gulf of years. 

"It is because you are a woman that 
I will not listen ; if in the past you did 
me wrong I have forgiven it; and for- 
gotten. What can I now do for you? 
Make me of any use you can." 

He spoke the truth meaning to save 
her pain, not realizing that it is never 
pleasant for a woman to hear that the 

influence she has once had over a man's 
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destiny has completely passed away, 
even though her own hand snapped the 
chain ; unreasonable certainly, yet she 
would like to feel that she could never 
be to him quite like other women, so 
Daisy, in the consciousness that the past 
was not dead to her, had reverted to it 
as to a living fact. The darkness covered 
her confusion, his words put her in her 
right place ; never again should he see 
the weak place in her armour ; pride 
furnished her with an invulnerable shield. 

When she broke silence it was with a 
question of what ought to be done. She 
was helpless, and depended entirely upon 
him for direction and guidance, and he 
advised her as best he could, taking all 
arrangements upon himself. 

Mr. Thornton had no near relative 

of any kind. It was Daisy's wish that 
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the funeral should be at Interlaken, and 
she was the only person to be consulted. 
In the morning a telegram would be 
sent to his agents in case that in their 
possession should be any document de- 
claring the dead man's wishes, which 
would interfere with such an arrangement. 

After the funeral Gilbert was to accom- 
pany the two ladies home. Mrs. Thornton 
would herself for the present return to 
the house in Eaton Place, and Gilbert 
undertook to see Celeste once more safely 
under her aunts' roof. 

He was thinking of the girl when he 

awoke next morning. He was uj) early, 

there was A good deal to be arranged; 

but before his start for Interlaken he 

wished to see her, for though he knew 

that Mr. Thornton's death could be no 

personal sorrow, yet he judged truly that 
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her sensitive nature would keenly feel 
for Mrs. Thornton, and he had in a way- 
constituted himself her keeper for his 
hr other's sake — not an unpleasant guard- 
ianship for any man, that of a heautiful 
woman. 

He found her in the sitting-room 
standing on the balcony where she had 
parted from him the night previously. 
Her face was grave, but there lingered 
round her lips a smile that no present 
sadness could dispel, called there by 
recollections half-sweet, half-bitter. He 
watched her for a moment unperceived, 
and fancied she might be dreaming of 
her return to England. Nothing but 
thoughts of her lover could have brought 
such a light into her eyes, and though 
alone, such a deepening of the glow on 
her cheek; a pang of jealousy shot 

80 



WIDOWED. 



through him. Why was he never to 
know such a love ? Why had the blight 
fallen on him, making it impossible to 
renew his faith in women? What the 
sweetness of love could be, alas ! he knew 
too well ; but he was a fool to allow such 
a thought a moment's resting-place; he 
made a sudden movement and .Celeste 
looked round. 

"I was waiting for you," she said. 
"They tell me you saw her; it is so 
dreadful. I dare not go to her; I am 
afraid." 

" Yes ; I saw her last night. She is 
quite calm yet, she does not realize what 
has happened ; she spoke of all she 
wished done. I am just going to Inter- 
laken to see the English chaplain." 

" The funeral is to be there ? " 

" Probably ; and then I have promised 
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to remain here till afterwards, and to 
take you home." 

" To Greystoke ! " 

The pleasure in her voice did not 
escape his notice. 

"To Greystoke? Yes; you are de- 
lighted. Your return will be hailed with 
universal joy." 

" The aunts I — they will be glad to see 
me, and your mother also, and Mr. 
John ! " 

" And no one else ? " 

"All my friends, but no one in par- 
ticular." 

" What about the picture ? My mother 
wrote to me that Prank could not finish 
it till your return. It is his best work, 
I hear." 

Celeste had flushed at his words, and 
pulling down a spray of Virginian creeper 
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that hung above her, made a veil between 
her face and his. 

"I am tired of sitting as his model," 
she said. "He is so anxious to do it 
well ; he wearies me ! " 

" Shall I tell him so?" he asked, misin- 
terpreting her confusion, and smiling to 
himself at what he believed to be a 
disclaiming of her secret. 

^^ Please don't," she exclaimed ; "I am 
quite ready to sit. I would not have you 
say it for anything ; think how it would 
hurt him ! " 

"Perhaps it will be better to keep 
silent then ; but I am not going to give 
you any definite promise ! " 

He wished to tease her ; he hoped she 
would protest. 

" I know you will not tell him," 
she said gently. "It is very good of 
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Monsieur Prank to take so much trouble 
with my picture, but he says he likes 
to do it." 

"Does he? Perhaps he speaks the 
truth ! " 

*' Yes," she said, " I suppose so ; " but 
her tones lacked interest, and Gilbert 
for the first time was puzzled as to the 
real state of her feelings. 

A door opening and shutting in the 
distance reminded them of others beside 
themselves, and Celeste started guiltily; 
for the time being she had entirely 
forgotten her surroundings. Gilbert 
prepared to take his leave. 

"You will go to Mrs. Thornton," he 
said. " She should not be alone." 

She looked up at him entreatingly ; she 
dreaded the thing he wished her to do. 
He answered her unspoken thought. 
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"It is better to do it at once, waiting 
only makes it worse." 

" If you really wish it I will go." 
" I do wish it," he said. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

THE VILLAGE DISCUSSES MATRIMONY. 

The return to the quiet regularity of 
the old life was very welcome to Celeste, 
after months of unsettled wanderings, 
ending, as they had done, with so much 
that tried her in every way. 

She felt she needed time to take stock, 
as it were, of her life. Events had fol- 
lowed so fast, one on another, that she 
had been borne with the stream ; now it 
seemed that her tiny craft was stranded ; 
she could look from where she lay on the 
shingly beach, at the river hurrying past 
whose eddies even did not ruffle the pool 
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where her boat was moored For a season 
she was glad ; she felt somehow that the 
river would rise again, till the rush of its 
waters lapped her shore, and she would 
once more be carried into its current, to 
be borne whither she knew not. 

At this time of her life she liked to be 
alone; she would wander off for hours 
with no companion but her thoughts. 

She would recall to memory again and 
again scenes through which she had lived, 
and in which Gilbert had played a part. 
She guarded her secret jealously. It was 
from no shame that she, as a woman, had 
loved without return ; more was it that 
she dreaded ruder hands desecrating her 
shrine. She had her own ideas of love, 
not gained from novels, nor from contact 
with girl friends, but from experiences 
gathered in the strange life she had led. 
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She had her times of sadness, but it was 
more for him than for herself. Uncon- 
sciously she lived upon hope, hidden so 
deep that it had never startled her by 
putting itself into words; the hope so 
frail, so unlikely to fulfil itself, that 
friendship would ripen into love. 

It was one day, not long after her 
return from the continent, that she was 
in the ruins with Frank Boscawen. He 
was hard at work on the picture begun 
so many months before. Never since 
the memorable day when she had parted 
from him had he reverted to his love. 
On her return she had met him with such 
absolute friendliness, he felt truly it were 
wiser to wait. Somehow or other, how- 
ever, that afternoon, despite his good 
resolutions, he broke silence, and dis- 
covered too late his mistake. 
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While he, worked they had been talking 
of former days, and she had been telling 
him of her recent travels, and of the 
happy time she had spent at Milan, seeing 
old friends and visiting the haunts of her 
childhood. 

She was in a soft and tender mood, and 
unwittingly led him on. His artistic 
nature keenly receptive of outward im- 
pressions was under the spell of her 
beauty ; he had been working steadily, but 
now his pencil was laid aside, and he was 
feasting his eyes on her rare loveliness. 
Her face was partially turned from him 
in the pose which he had chosen, and she 
was unconscious that he had ceased to 
work, till his words roused her. 

" Ladybird, do you remember the last 
time you were here before you went 
abroad ? " 
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She turned suddenly, with a little look 
of surprise, and her words had a note of 
warning in them. 

"Monsieur Frank, do you wish to 
finish my picture ? " 

He knew his folly and was silent. 

"I came here to-day," she continued, 
" because I trusted you.' 

Her reproach wounded him, and he 
defended himself. 

" I thought there might be a change ; 
it is very hard to be silent ; you do not 
know how hard. But you need not fear 
after this ; you may trust me." 

She turned away, for she could not bear 
to hurt him, and yet what else could she 
say ? She once more took up her pose, 
and he went on with his work. That was 
almost the last sitting ; the autumn days 
were shortening, and she felt glad when 
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at last she knew he was gone. He had 
work to do in London ; he realized that 
he was better away, that time only could 
give him what he desired. 

After that Celeste went more to the 
Priory. She was not any longer afraid of 
meeting Frank; she was never happier 
than when acting a daughter's part to 
Mrs. Boscawen. The latter liked to have 
the girl with her, it brought some life 
into the old house; even the General 
unbent a little in her presence, and his 
shaggy eyebrows did not look so fierce 
as usual. So the months ran on in 
discharge of daily duties, and winter once 
more settled over the country town. 

It was when the days were at their 

shortest, and Celeste spent more of her 

time in the house, that the old ladies 

began to notice that the girl was changed. 
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They had missed her sorely during her 

year's ahsence, and welcomed her return 

with keen delight ; but the child who 

had left them had not returned. They 

tutored, and scolded, and petted her by 

turns, as they had ever done, and she at 

times appeared to he the same merry, 

light-hearted being, finding fun and joy 

in each phase of existence. Yet a shadow 

had come across her life, and Aunt Ann, 

watching tenderly, guessed something of 

the truth ; like a wise woman she kept 

her own counsel, however ; and Dulcina, 

noticing Celeste's graver moods, believed 

that it was but the girl becoming woman, 

and reaping the benefits of the advice 

that for years she had so lavishly expended 

upon her. 

It was towards the end of November ; 

the first snow had fallen. Dulcina had 
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gone to the village, Celeste was confined 
to the house with cold, so Aunt Ann 
and she kept the fire warm together. 
The day was closing in, Aunt Ann 
had dropped asleep, and Celeste fearful 
of disturbing her sat in the twilight 
idle. 

She was dreaming dreams of her aunt's 
girlhood, and weaving strange fancies in 
her brain. The firelight flickered, and 

lighted up the old lady's hands, clasped 
restfuUy on her knee — delicate, time- 
worn hands, half hidden by the Mechlin 
ruffles. A quaint sapphire ring encircled 
the third finger of her left hand ; it was 
this ring that served as the key-stone for 
Celeste's dream — a web of girlish love 
and romance, ending in a monotonous life 
in the village town. Perhaps Celeste's 

dream was not far wrong ; perhaps her 
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own life might end in the quiet Greystoke 
monotony I 

Something within her resisting, protest- 
ing against such an end roused her from 
her reverie with a start ; the scissors 
dropped from her knee, and the rattle 
they made awoke the sleeper. 

" I am so sorry, Aunt Ann, that I 
disturbed you; it was all my stupid 
scissors. You looked so comfortable, I 
quite envied you." 

" A very good thing you did wake 
me, dear child ; this winter afternoon is 
too pleasant to spend napping. I know 
no place so cheery and homelike in the 
firelight, as this dear old room." 

She looked round the four walls with 
quiet approval ; she was fond and proud of 
the relics of seventy years. Celeste looked 
round also; a pretty room certainly, 
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quiet and mellow from age, and yet bear- 
ing the marks of Celeste's strong young 
life. But to her the walls were narrow, 
and she turned involuntarily to the 
window; alas, there she could not see 
beyond the privet hedge. She turned 
from it impatiently. 

"Did you never wish for more. Aunt 
Ann ? Were you always quite content ? '* 

" Not always quite content, dear ; but 
for very many years now I have known 
that what seemed a little strange at the 
time was really for the best. One sees 
better as one grows older ; and if I had 
got my heart's desire, I should not have 
been here now to help Dulcina to look 
after you, dear Molly's child." 

" Aunt Ann, would it have been very 
wrong to have rebelled ? " The words 
were restless and eager. 
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"I never thought of such a thing, 
dear; circumstances were stronger than 
I was ; there was nothing to do but to 
submit. It was no question of right and 
wrong, it had to be ; I could not under- 
stand why, now it is quite clear to me." 

" It is not the least clear to me," said 
the girl, and her hands were locked tight 
together round her knees, as she sat on 
the stool at her aunt's feet ; " if it were 
so with me I could not be still because it 
was right, and because I should under- 
stand when I was older. What good 
would that be to me when I was young, 
and longing to enjoy, and having all the 
power to do so, that some day when 
that power was gone I should understand? 
Life is very hard. Aunt Ann, if what you 
say is true. Surely it is not always so ; 

some people are happy ? " 
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In the doorway stood Aunt Dulcina 
arrested by the girl's words; Aunt Ann 
seeing her did not speak. 

" What is this about happiness, 
chUd ? '' 

Celeste started at the voice. A shade 
of regret crossed her face, she and Aunt 
Ann were no longer alone. She let the 
question remain unanswered; she felt it 
would take too long to explain, and after 
all that Dulcina would not understand. 

"It is the fashion to talk a great deal 
about happiness and unhappiness," the 
speaker continued, " and young people 
speak of their trials as though they carried 
the weight of fifty years. At your age, 
child, with health, a good home, and 
plenty of occupation, there should be no 
time to think about unhappiness. Now 
go, and see if tea is ready ; Mr. John is 
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coming in, I met him on the road and 
asked him to do so." 

The last words cleared away the cloud 
that was settling on the girl's brow ; she 
left the room joyfully to make her pre- 
parations. Pive minutes later she was 
helping to divest the Vicar of his coat. 

" It is so pleasant that you have come, 
Mr. John. Aunt Ann and I were asleep 
together before the fire — two old ladies 
instead of one." 

He was following her into the sitting- 
room, and paused a moment at the home- 
like scene. The kettle singing cheerily, 
the great tortoise-shell cat asleep on the 
rug, the soft shaded lamp, the old lady 
so restfuUy content in the arm-chair; 
Dulcina active and cheery; and then 
Celeste, " a sight to make an old man's 

eyes young 1 " What a contrast to the 
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Vicarage study, lonely and deserted — the 
children now away at school ; the tahle 
and chairs groaning under the ever-col- 
lecting weight of pamphlets — ^no beauty, 
no womanly presence anywhere dis- 
cernible. 

He sank into his usual chair, while 
Celeste flitted about ministering to his 
wants; she showed her devotion so 
heartily, so unsparingly, that he had 
schooled himself by this time to take 
pleasure in it. Dulcina was recounting 
her afternoon's adventures, the others 
quietly listening. 

" Kate Pemberton never grows older," 
she said; '*I met her to-day; she looks 
younger than her daughter does now." 

" A handsome woman truly,'' said the 
Vicar. " Nature has blest her with an 
equable spirit." 
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"She is too calm," Celeste said 
decidedly. 

The three elders looked up at the 
words. 

" There is nothing more beautiful than 
a woman's unfurrowed brow," said the 
Vicar gently. " It sheds peace and rest 
in a household." 

His eyes were resting on the sweet 
serenity of the face by the fireside, he 
was not thinking of Mrs. Pemberton. 

Celeste paused a moment in her pre- 
paration for tea. 

"I quite understand you, dear Mr. 
John ; I like your kind of calm, but I 
do not care for a calm that means 
nothing." 

V 

She laid her hand softly on Aunt 
Ann's silver hair as she passed her leav- 
ing the room. The Vicar's eyes followed 
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her, and a breath longer- drawn than usual 
escaped his lips. Aunt Ann met his 
glance as he turned away; the same 
thought was in both their minds. 

" Celeste is changed," Dulcina was 
saying as she filled the tea-pot from the 
sputtering kettle ; " I hope her year with 
Mrs. Thornton was not a mistake, she 
has very decided opinions for so young 
a girl ! '* 

"Mrs. Thornton is coming to the 
Laurels for some months," the Vicar 
said ; " she requires rest and quiet, she 
has been far from well." 

" Poor thing ! she has gone through so 

much," Aunt Ann answered ; " she is too 

young to be so much alone. Dulcina and 

I once had a little plot, we thought it 

would i3e so suitable ; Gilbert, you know." 

Miss Hilditch's words made the Vicar 
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start ; all at once he remembered Daisy's 

own words — " I could not marry a poor 

man " ; somehow they had slipped from. 

his memory in the intervening years. 

Had there really been something between 

his nephew and Daisy Pemberton, seen 

by others as well as himself? He had 

no time for thought ; Dulcina was again 

speaking and he must listen. 

"Yes, Mr. 'John, that would be such 

a good thing, such a very good thing, 

Gilbert is such a dear good boy ; and, you 

know, I hardly like to say it, it sounds 

so worldly, but yet, the daughter of an 

honourable, and a little money too, just 

enough to help things, to make all 

smooth. Do you remember the day at 

the picnic? I never can forget their 

happy faces, quite a romance it could be ; 

just think — an old love! Well really, 
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Ann, you and I must turn match-makers ; 
I should be so glad, so very glad, if it 
could be arranged. Poor Mr. Thornton ! 
— ^a kindly soul he was, yet there was 
a mistake somewhere, and now all may 
come right; and after that was settled 
we should have to look for a wife for 
Frank; dear me, what an interest it 
would be ! I suppose I am a veritable 
old maid, I do so enjoy making mar- 
riages. Ann does not think so, but I 
always notice these things; I always 
am on the look-out for first begin- 
nings, to give a helping hand in such 
matters seems the principal use of old 

maids. A double wedding! and you, 
Mr. John, to read the service; I see it 

all before me ! " 

Dulcina paused ; her words had flowed 

uninterruptedly ; now, in delight at the 
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picture she had conjured into life, she 
looked from one to the other of her 
hearers, to read in their faces sympathy 
with her in her scheme. 

The Vicar could not forbear a smile. 
This plain-faced, kindly-hearted little 
woman, in her narrow sphere, did she 
really believe that she could so easily 
overrule the destinies of both his nephews ? 
Was it such a trivial matter to love and 
wed? 

'' You have plenty of work to fill many 
months. Miss Dulcina," he said. " I am 
glad you have not included me in the 
earlier arrangements. I suppose, how- 
ever, I shall have to give my services 
when they can no longer be dispensed 
with." 

" Ah, Mr. John, you don't really enter 

into my project ; you think I should not 
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SO certainly count my chickens. Never 
mind ; wait, and you will see — Prank and 
his lady, Gilbert and Daisy, nothing could 
be better ! " 

Celeste had re-entered the room ; she 
looked from one to the other, her face 
had grown very white. What were they 
talking about ? What could they mean ? 
The Vicar turned away sadly as he met 
her questioning gaze, and Aunt Ann bent 
forward and poked the fire. 

" Come to tea," said Dulcina heartily. 
" While we have been making marriages 
the child has got everything ready. Dear 
me, only think of it, when she is old 
enough we shall have to arrange some- 
thing for her also. Sit down, Vicar ; sit 
down, all of you. Child, what a white 
face you have got ! '' 

" You forget I am an invalid, Aunt 
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Dulcina, and am entitled to it/' she 
answered, summoning a laugh. 

In the porch an hour later she was 
helping the Vicar to put on his coat ; he 
could not face her questioning eyes, and 
turned away. 

"What did they mean?" she asked. 
" Is Mrs. Thornton going to be married 
again ? Please tell me, Mr. John." 

" No, no, dear child; it was only Aunt 
Dulcina's fancy. And besides, they will 
not meet ; he is not coming to Greystoke 
till just the end of his leave." 

A look of intense relief came into her 
face, and she held out her hand. He 
took it in his and held it close ; he could 
not bear to leave her. 

" Child," he exclaimed, " if you are. ever 

in sorrow, oh let me help you to bear it ! " 

She smiled gratefully in reply. 
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"To T^hom should I come if not to 
you ? " 

Then he went out into the cold and 
snow, back to his solitary home. 
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BUT THINGS ARE EASIER SAID THAN DONE. 

If Miss Dulcina thought that she could 
with little difficulty settle the matrimonial 
affairs of the Vicar's two nephews, the 
same hopefulness was not shared by 
others ; and even her own faith burnt not 
quite so brightly as months rolled on, and 
she had no opportunity of putting her 
schemes into execution. 

Mrs. Thornton came to Greystoke as 

she intended. So far all was right ; but 

unfortunately, two days before Major 

Boscawen arrived, pressing business took 

her to London, and thus they did not 
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meet. Daisy had never intended that 
they should do so ; their paths lay in 
different directions. Why renew a friend- 
ship which could he hut a mockery of 
that which had gone hefore ? Miss Dul- 

m 

cina shook her head sagely ; there was no 

hurry she felt. She was content that 

time should have its way, and soften the 

outlines of the past. 

Frank, however, was quite another 

matter; he was hopeless, he was incor- 

rigihle. In his various visits to the 

Priory she had taken him seriously to 

task. Why could he not make up his 

mind ? — it was time that one of the 

hrothers should marry. Surely with his 

many opportunities he must have seen 

some one to take his fancy ; he, a 

deservedly famous artist, and much run 

after as the fashion is in these Art-mad 
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days. Could he not find one face to 
satisfy him among all the studies of 
beauty which came in his way ? 

He laughed at her and said she must 
take pity on him, and marry him herself 
— for no one else would have him. 

Celeste was often present at these 

discussions, and watched eagerly for any 

word that he might drop which would let 

her know that he was forgetting the days 

among the ruins ; hut no such words ever 

came ; and though he never again referred 

in the most distant manner to the past, 

yet she feared his hope was not dead ; he 

was only biding his time. She did not 

see much of either of the brothers in 

those days. Prank had been once more 

in Rome. He was conscientiously doing 

his best in Art, now he was in London. 

Gilbert was there also, but he was expected 
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daily at the Priory, and Celeste was 
counting the hours till he should arrive. 

Latterly she had been devoting her 
time to music ; Gilbert, in a previous 

m 

visit, had told her that with talent like 

hers she should not be content with 

amateur work ; so she had applied herself 

in earnest, and when in London, paying 

a few weeks' visit to Mrs. Thornton, she 

had had lessons. To show Gilbert how 

much she had improved, to win from him 

a sign of pleasure, however small, this 

would be payment sufficient for her hours 

of patient work. 

Mrs. Boscawen, as well as Celeste, was 

looking forward eagerly to the advent of 

her son. Three years had passed since 

he had been called suddenly home from 

India on account of her health; two 

years since Daisy's widowhood. She was 
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stronger now ; the constant anxiety 
regarding Frank had been removed ; and 
though completely confined to her sofa, 
stUl she had been able to resume the 

« 

charge of their whole establishment ; and 
not only so, but to her the General re- 
ferred in all business transactions con- 
nected with the estate. In his soldiering 
days she had managed his affairs; he 
could not break through the habit now. 
He was no business man, he said; and 
though often little able for the exertion, 
nothing gave her greater pleasure than to 
know that her husband could not possibly 
do without her. 

It was some days before Gilbert's 
arrival. Mrs. Boscawen occupied her 
usual sofa beside the fire. The evening 
was chilly ; the month was October ; it 
was late in the afternoon. 
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She was not alone in the room; the 
General was there also, pacing up and 
down, from time to time pausing in front 
of the window to beat a restless tattoo on 
the panes. 

Outside all was indistinct and shadowy, 
within things were illuminated by a 
ruddy glow. Mrs. Boscawen was watch- 
ing her husband a little anxiously ; his 
mental temperature was somewhat higher 
than usual, and like many men who have 
been much in hot climates, he was not 
given to the repression of his feelings. 
He had just had a meeting with his man 
of business, which had considerably dis- 
turbed him; it was the result of the 
interview he was now imparting to his 
wife. 

" It is most unfortunate about these 

money troubles," she was saying, sooth- 
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ingly. " But after all we have enough 
and to spare ; and now that Erank is 
doing so well, there is a great weight off 
my mind; 

The General turned from his inspection 
of the weather and faced her. 

" Unfortunate I The very deuce is in it ! 
Now, my dear, you need not look as if I 
had said something dreadful. I'm seventy- 
six now, — seventy-six, do you hear ? — and 
I have not been able to lay by a penny 
all these years! What will become of 
you, I should like to know, if I am 
suddenly carried off ? " 

" Your insurances." 

" My insurances ! — was that what you 
said ? Yes ; you have to thank your 
brother for that ; he insisted on it in the 
settlements ; but you can't live on what 
they will bring." 
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" Gilbert won't turn liis old mother out," 
she said, attempting rather a wan smile. 
'* At any rate not until he marries." 

" That is what I am coming to. 
Gilbert must look out for money ; a man 
cannot do without it in these days if he 
wishes to get on ; but that is all very 
well, and does not alter the fact that I 
have these thousands on my hands ; and 
Perrin says I cannot get anything like 
the same interest again. He says I must 
be content with two-thirds of what I have 
had till now ; I believe Perrin's an ass ! " 

" Things are looking very bad all over 
the country, dear. We are not alone in 
our troubles ; we must live a little more 
quietly till times are better." 

She said it cheerfully, but she won- 
dered in what they really could save, 
living as quietly as they did. 
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" Perrin also preaches patience ! — gen- 
eral depression, reaction on preceding 
years; things will right themselves in 
time, he says. Por my part I don't see 
how, with rents going down, landowners 
at a discount, the whole thing on its way 
to the mischief; everything in the hands 
of the tradistocracy, as I call it ; " and 
the General gave a dismal laugh. 

"Suppose Gilbert were to give up his 
profession, and take to whiskey, chemi- 
cals, or tea — become the millionnaire 
of the family, and keep together the 
acres ? " 

The result was what she expected ; the 
General forgot his investments in this 
new and horrible idea that she had 
promulgated. 

" Preposterous ! — throw away all his 

chances ! Time is all he wants to be at 
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the top of the tree; plenty of mischief 
brewing all over Europe and Africa too ; 
take my word for it he will have it all 
his own way before long ! " 

"And in the mean while we shall 
console ourselves with thoughts of the 
Eield-Marshal of a future day ! " 

*'Not at all. In the mean while he 
must marry ; he is to be down this week, 
and I shall write to him at once upon 
the subject. He used to dance per- 
petually after Daisy when she was only 
Kate Pemberton's daughter, and now 
that she is Tom Thornton's widow, he 
steers as clear as if she were a torpedo ! " 

"You would not have him marry for 
money; you would not have him be- 
holden to his wife for everything ! " 

" My dear, I married you for love ! 

There has heen enough love in this 
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family. Gilbert's too poor to afford such 
a luxury; besides, any woman might 
count herself well off in marrying him." 

Mrs. Boscawen did not answer. She 
knew Gilbert would certainly not marry 
to please any one but himself; she was 
much mistaken in him if money alone 
would tempt him ; and besides, was there 
not the ghost of the past between her son 
and Daisy Thornton ? He had never made 
his mother his confidante, but love is 
keen-sighted, and she had guessed much. 

The General broke the silence. 

"What about Prank ? Is his head still 
full of that little girl at the cottage ? " 

" Yes ! " she said sadly ; " I fear so, 
and the little girl, as you call her, will 
not look his way, poor fellow." 

" He has been obstinate all his life, 
better use his obstinacy now; let hiiji 

118 



THINGS ARE EASIER SAID THAN DONE. 

stick to it, there is nothing like it with 
a woman. I am not too fond of the 
widow, but if Gilbert married her it 
would be all right. We should not see 
so very much of her ; and then the other 
two would come more about. Celeste 
would be a daughter to you, and," he 
added slowly, "I am getting on now, 
and I should like to see some children 
about the old house before I go." 

He had opened the door and passed 
out without saying more; it re-opened 
immediately, however. 

"You understand that the widow is 
to be asked while Gilbert is here." 

" Very well ! " she answered brightly, 
and he went off better pleased with him- 
self, and more willing to give in to the 
much-enduring Mr. Perrin regarding the 

new investments. 

119 



TRANSPLANTED. 



Meanwhile the object of their anxiety 
was enjoying a few days in town, previous 
to his flight homewards. He had been 
dining with Frank one evening, and the 
two together were in the studio discuss- 
ing matters in general over their pipes. 
They did not see much of each other in 
a general way; their professions kept 
them apart, so they were glad to seize an 
opportunity like the present for going 
back to the time when they were insepar- 
able, — the Siamese twins they were then 
called. 

" Are you to be at the Priory within 

the next two months?" Gilbert asked, 

after a pause longer than usual. Both 

men felt that the talk of the previous 

couple of hours had been entirely on the 

surface; neither were prone to giving 

confidences, and yet it was with a view 
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perhaps to something more personal that 
Gilbert asked the above question. Things 
he felt were not going right with Frank ; 
in his profession fortune smiled, but he 
lacked the contentment which comes so 
surely when a man has got his heart's 
desire and knows it. He was restless and 
dissatisfied, rarely giving himself a holi- 
day, never happy save when engaged 
heart and soul on some piece of work; 
he had lost the gay insouciance of former 
days. Erank took his pipe out of his 
mouth, proceeded slowly to refill it, and 
drew several long whiffs before he spoke. 

" No," he said ; " I am not going there 
at all this autumn." 

" Why ? " 

The question was direct, and Frank 

turned away before answering. 

'* Better not, I think." 
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"Because of her?" Gilbert glanced 
at the picture of Celeste upon the wall. 

Prank did not speak, but nodded his 
head. There was silence. 

Gilbert rose to his feet and stood with 
his back to the fire, the other was gazing 
moodily into it. 

" I cannot make it out," the former 
continued. " There never was a doubt in 
my mind how it was to be. That time I 
met them abroad I was sure she cared I " 

" For me ? " Frank looked up tho- 
roughly aroused. 

" Yes, I suppose you. Who else could 
there be ? " 

He spoke in all good faith ; he could 

not understand the suspicion in the other's 

tones. Frank had risen also, he could 

not sit still ; he was pacing restlessly up 

and down the room. Suddenly he paused 
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before Gilbert, and in spite of himself 
the half-found suspicion took words. 

" Who could there be, you ask ? Are 
you blind, or do you only shut your eyes ? 
She does care, but it is not for me. You 
are the man that stands in my way ! " 

" God forbid ! '' 

Then there was silence between them, 
for Prank's words had struck a heavy 
blow. Could they be true? Gilbert asked, 
his mind, rapidly surveying the past. 
Had he unwittingly caused suffering 
when he had vowed that none should ever 
suflFer from him as he had once suffered ? 
Was it because the idea that a woman can 
take care of herself had been uppermost 
in his mind ? What was the truth ? 
Where had his mistake lain ? " 

" Can you deny it ? " Frank asked 
stolidly, his momentary passion cooled. 

123 



TRANSPLANTED. 



" I have not thought of a woman in 
that way for years," The words were 
spoken half-musingly. 

" On your word of honour ? " 
" Good God 1 what do vou take me 
for ? I knew you loved her I " 

The worst side of Frank's nature was 
awake. Even Gilbert's disclaimer was a 
source of oflfence. Why had he gained 
such a priceless treasure to hold it of no 
value ? His next words were repented of 
as soon as uttered, and yet he said them 
coldly and sneeringly. 

" If you have thought of no other 
woman for so many years, why do you 
not remain true to her now ? — she is no 
longer beyond your reach. Marry the 
rich widow, and prove that she has been 
your only love ! " 

Gilbert was silent a moment ; when he 
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spoke none of the anger he felt was 
apparent in his tones. 

" Mrs. Thornton's money has put her 
absolutely beyond my reach ; even had I 
wished for such a thing — which I do 
not — I hardly thought that you would 
have reverted to a story which you must 
know I would wish forgotten." 

He took up his hat and stick, and left 
the room. 

Erank did not stop him ; he sank into 
a chair; he loathed himself for the part 
he had played. He had quarrelled with 
his brother, and all because he was mad 
with love ! 
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GILBERT ACTS MENTOP.. 

"Why don't you marry the rich 
widow ? " 

Such was the question asked by Frank 
the previous evening ; it had been recur- 
ring to Gilbert ever since, and now sitting 
at breakfast with a letter of his father's 
before him, it came back with renewed 
force. 

The General had put his threat into 

execution, and had written to his son a 

full and detailed statement of his money 

perplexities. But it was not until, as a 

seeming after-thought, he wound up by 
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the intelligence that his mother had 
asked Daisy Thornton to the Priory the 
following week. This, combined with 
the money difficulties set forth in the 
earlier part of the letter, opened Gilbert's 
eyes to the plot his parents had laid. 
He would have smiled at the transparency 
of it, only he was in no mood for laughter. 
What had passed between himself and 
Frank had annoyed him more than he 
could tell. It had made clear to him 
much that had puzzled him; and in so 
doing had filled him with dismay. Could 
it be true ? Did he really stand in Frank's 
way ? He would have given a great deal 
to have been able to answer such a charge 
in the negative ; the reverse was horrible 
to him. In the first place, Frank was his 
brother, which must at once put an end 
to anything that time or a mistaken 
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sense of honour might have wrought. 
And then, too, he knew that, much as he 
admired and respected her in every way. 
Celeste was not the woman whom he 
could ever make his wife. The possihility 
of so doing had never even occurred to 
him. 

" Why, then, not marry Mrs. Thorn- 
ton ? " He told himself that he never 
could do so, her money was an insuper- 
able barrier; and besides, the old love 
was dead. Was it really so? How, 
then, was it that he did not put the 
subject from him as unworthy of a 
thought ? — why did the idea keep recur- 
ring to his mind, advancing each time 
more specious arguments as to the advis- 
ability and rightness of such a step ? He 
had not seen Mrs. Thornton since the 

time of her husband's death, and lately 
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he had once or twice wondered what she 
was doing, — whether she were changed. 
The knowledge that he was to meet her 
the following week was not wholly dis- 
agreeable, though he would not grant so 
much even to himself. 

ft 

He pulled himself up suddenly on 
becoming aware what concessions his 
thoughts had made. He resolutely 
pushed the subject from him ; it was 
utterly impossible such a thing could 
ever take place. His father's view of 
it rose to his mind in its most repulsive 
colours ; the world would say it ; his parents 
too would think it. He would simply be 
marrying a woman for her money ; would, 
in the eyes of the public, be repeating 
Daisy's course of action in years gone 
by. No one would believe otherwise ; no 
one almost knew of the old story. Some 
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other way must be found to clear away 
difficulties. He would himself plead 
Frank's cause with Celeste; he would 
be more careful, more guarded in the 
future. After all, he told himself as he 
rose from the breakfast-table, the whole 
might be a figment of his brother's crea- 
tion! It was Saturday, he was going 
down to Greystoke on Monday ; before 
leaving town he must again see Prank 
and put things straight. 

Unfortunately Prank was not at home 
when he called on Sunday afternoon. 
The studio was deserted. The servant told 
him that her master was away ; she rather 
thought he had gone to the Priory ; he 
was to be absent ten days. 

Gilbert turned from the door. What 

had occasioned the sudden alteration in his 

brother's plans ? Certainly when he had 
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seen him two days before he had had 
no intention of leaving London. Was it 
as^a spy on his own actions that Prank 
had taken such a course ? Might he not 
have thought that he would be before- 
hand with his brother, — that when the 
latter arrived at Greystoke, he should not 
find himself the first in the field? The 
suggestion was not pleasant ; involun- 
tarily his mind reverted to what seemed 
to him the surest way of refuting the 
charge. 

On leaving the studio he turned his 
steps eastward ; he was wending his way 
in the direction of Eaton Place. London 
was nearly empty, there were but few of 
his acquaintances in town ; he had nothing 
to do but to wander back to his Club. 
He had been at church in the morning ; 
he never by any chance went twice a day. 
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He was astonished by meeting an old 
school friend; they had not seen each 
other for years. He joined Gilbert, link- 
ing his arm in his, and the two sauntered 
along together. 

'*I did not even know that you were 
in this part of the world," Gilbert said. 
" What fortunate chance has brought you 
to town ? " 

" Scarcely fortunate, I fear; bad times, 
and some anxiety about investments; 
with a small income, a wife and ten 
children, one has to be careful. Keep 
out of it as long as you can, my dear 
fellow; these days are something like 
those of the Apostle Paul, when it was 
better not to marry ! " 

" All very well your preaching ; why 
did you not follow your own advice ? " 



The other laughed. He was an excel- 
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lent specimen of a happy Briton; his 
troubles did not weigh on him. 

" Profited by experience, I suppose," 
he said; "but, seriously speaking, have 
you heard that D. and Co. went smash 
yesterday ? These are not nice times." 

Gilbert spoke of his father's business 
matters; he would get what information 
he could from his friend. 

So talking they had walked some way, 
Gilbert guiding their steps. He could 
not tell what motive power was at work 
urging him to look at the outside of the 
house where Daisy was, when he had 
so firmly made up his mind that nothing 
more should ever come of it. 

A well-appointed brougham stood at 

the door, and as they approached Daisy 

came out from the house and entered it. 

She had laid aside her widow's weeds 
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though still dressed in mourning, and 
looked very handsome as she came down 
the steps. She did not notice the two 
men as they approached, until just as she 
was entering the brougham; then she 
simply bowed as to an ordinary acquaint- 
ance; there was not even the illumin- 
ation of the face which comes at the 
unexpected sight of some one, not neces- 
sarily a great friend. 

The carriage drove off. Gilbert glanced 
at the door where two men-servants 
still stood. Even in the entrance-hall 
were marks of unostentatious comfort. 
He felt the difference between her present 
position of independent wealth and what 
he could offer her, very strongly ; her 
haughty bow set him at a distance, he 
was no longer even an old friend. He 

was roused by the question of his com- 
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panion as to the name of the handsome 
TToman ? " 

"Mrs. Thornton; the widow of the 
man who was killed a couple of years ago 
in a carriage accident in Switzerland." 

" Thornton, Denman and Co ? " 

"The same. Do you know anything 
of them R" 

"Not much — they were spoken of in 
my presence the other day, — a wealthy 
firm, I believe." 

"Very, I am told." 

" Why don't you go in for the widow, 
Boscawen? It is time that you were 
settling down and getting into harness." 

" You have forgotten that half-an-hour 
ago you were warning me against * such a 
thing.' " 

" Ah ! so I had ; but it was poverty 

that the warning was veritably against, 
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not a liouse in Eaton Place, and all the 
attendant comforts.'* 

" Won't do ; I am too much of a 
vagabond," Gilbert said. They were 
getting near his friend's destmation, so 
with some further chaff they parted. 

Gilbert went down to Greystoke next 
afternoon. He was not looking forward 
with pleasure to the home -going, but he 
had promised, and could not disappoint 
liis mother. 

As ill-luck would have it Celeste was 

on the platform as they steamed into the 

station. She was with the Vicar, about 

some of his business ; they did not know 

of Gilbert's arrival. It was getting dark, 

the lamps were already lighted ; under 

the rays of one of them they recognized 

each other. Gilbert's heart smote him as 

he saw the happiness that the unexpected 
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meeting had brought into the girl's eyes, 

for he had made up his mind that the 

pleasant intimacy that until now had 

existed between them must cease. 

" How do you do, Miss Dubois ? — this 

is an imexpected pleasure." 

It was the greeting of the most formal 

acquaintance. 

" How do you do ? " she said, relapsing 

into silence and letting the Vicar do the 

talking. 

They walked so far together. Gilbert 

had put his luggage into the dog-cart and 

sent it on. In questions and answers the 

way was spent. 

Mrs. Boscawen was wonderfully well; 

yes ! Prank had turned up suddenly on 

Saturday afternoon; Mrs. Thornton was 

not to arrive till the following day — it 

was quite an event having visitors at the 
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Priory ; Celeste was to dine there to- 
morrow, also the Vicar. All these items 
of gossip the latter related to his nephew 
while Celeste walked on in silence. She 
had looked forward so much to seeing 
him; she did not know what she had 
expected, but at any rate the meeting 
was over, and there was nothing but a 
dull sense of disappointment. 

At the gate of the cottage garden they 
stopped ; the Vicar was going in to have 
tea. 

"Tell the old ladies I will come and 
see them soon," Gilbert said, taking 
Celeste's hand to say good-bye. He had 
not yet directly addressed her ; he half 

repented his resolution when he met 

the wistful questioning written in her 

eyes. Was he displeased with her, they 

asked ? 
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" We shall meet to-morrow," he added, 
** then I will hear all your news." 

She smiled brightly ; she went along 
the gravel-path thinking of the pleasure 
the morrow was to bring. 

Gilbert was out shooting next after- 
noon when Mrs. Thornton arrived, conse- 
quently she had gone to her room when 
he did come in, and thus they did not 
meet till just before dinner. 

She was standing talking to his father 
when he entered, and did not at once 
turn to greet him. She may not have 
heard his entrance ; he thought she did. 
His eyes rested on her half-curiously for a 
moment ; he noted the absolute simplicity 
of her dress, relieved by no ornament 
save some flowers that the General had 
just gathered from the adjoining conserv- 
atory and presented to her. It was so 
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strange a thing to see his father acting 
lady's knight that it brought a smile to 
his face ; but Mrs. Boscawen, not will- 
ing that her son should longer remain 
unnoticed, said : 

" Here is Gilbert, Daisy/ 

Mrs. Thornton turned and shook 
hands, and after some commonplace words 
of greeting, continued the conversation 
with her host. 

Gilbert went forward to his mother's 
couch ; he thought she looked weary. A 
minute later Celeste and the Vicar were 
announced ; in the doorway behind them 
Erank's figure was visible ; he had joined 
them in the entrance-hall. 

In her simple evening dress, coming 
into the candle-lighted room with an 
eager happy look upon her face, Celeste 



looked her best. She was holding in her 
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hand a couple of gloire de Dijon roses 
Prank had just given lier; but though 
slie was endeavouring to fasten them into 
her dress, she was not thinking of the 
donor. 

" How exquisite ! " Gilbert said, when 
after the greetings were over he found 
himself beside Celeste's chair. 

" Yes, they are lovely ; but they 
scarcely show on my white dress.'' 

"Tou want some colour; Frank must get 
you some and make his oflfering perfect." 
" It will do very well as it is, thank 
you. Please do not trouble about it. 

Gilbert did not listen, however, to her 
remonstrance. 

" Frank ! you should get Miss Dubois 
a spray of that jlame-coloured begonia 
to put with her roses, they are too 
colourless." 
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Frank turned round quickly and left 
the Vicar, to whom he had been speaking, 
standing deserted in the middle of the 
room. He only smiled, and went forward 
and sat down on the end of his sister- 
in-law's sofa. His nephew was beside 
Celeste. 

'*Do you wish them; would you like 
it?" 

His eyes were bent eagerly upon her. 

"Thank you," was all she could say. 
In another minute he had returned with 
the coral-coloured cluster, and Gilbert 
had left her side. 

" Why did you not ask me for it your- 
self ? " he said, sinking into the vacant 
chair, and speaking for themselves alone. 
" You know anything you wish " 

" I know you are very kind," she said, 

hurriedly interrupting his talk. 
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Dinner was announced. The General 
took Daisy, Prank offered Celeste his 
arm; there was no formal procession, 
Gilbert and the Vicar followed. Mrs. 
[Boscawen, from her corner, saw them 
depart and smiled. All passed off pleas- 
antly ; the General was in the best of 
humours, his plans seemed running 
smoothly. Mrs. Thornton, though quiet, 
was agreeabJe; she devoted herself more 
especially to her host, for Gilbert was at 
the opposite side of the round table. She 
did not enter much into the general con- 
versation, but the brothers and the Vicar 
were making very merry with Celeste. 
Disagreeables were for the moment for- 
gotten. When the ladies left the room 
the others were not long in following 
them. 

Later in the evening Celeste went to 
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the piano ; General Boscawen had fallen 
asleep in his corner, the others were talk- 
ing. Prank stood near to turn her pages 
for her. 

Celeste was sensitively anxious to 
please that evening. She knew she had 
studied hard recently ; she thirsted for a 
word of praise from Gilbert. He had 
separated himself from the others when 
the music began, and was ^sitting with 
his hand across his eyes. He did not 
speak when, after the first song, the rest 
were warm in their approval, and eager 
requests for more were uttered. Celeste 
waited a moment ; she was listening for 
his voice, but it was silent. Then she 
broke into the charming rippling accom- 
paniment of * Absent yet Present ' ; it 
suited her voice to perfection. She forgot 

her listeners ; she knew nothing but the 
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enjoyment of her powers, and when the 
last note had died away she rose from 
her seat hardly conscious of the thanks 
slie was receiving. Some one sug- 
gested Mrs. Thornton should play ; poor 
Prank was kept a prisoner to turn her 
pages also, and Celeste, under cover 
of the music, slipt away to the open 
window. 

The night was warm, the October moon 
was at its full falling in gold upon the 
river, the wind was murmuring among 
the cedars, and Celeste, longing for the 
breeze to cool her temples, wandered out 
on to the terrace. She was wondering 
why Gilbert had not spoken; he was 
strangely unlike himself. She shivered. 
Surely the happy days of their friendship 
were not past ! A step on the gravel 

beside her made her look round. 
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"My mother lias sent you lier chud- 
dah ; she says you will take cold." 

It was Gilbert. ' 

He put the shawl carefully round her, 
and began to pace the * gravel by her 
side. 

*'Poor Erank is a prisoner to the 
piano. I am going in soon to tell him 
how lovely it is out here to-night ; when 
I was his age I should have been apostro- 
phizing the moon, and writing sonnets, 
and behaving like a properly appreciative 
person." 

Celeste laughed. 

"I do not think Frank could write 
a sonnet even if he tried, and besides, 
I am sure he is quite happy where he 
is ; you know he is fond of music' 

" So am I, and yet I came out here. 
I did not care for any music after yours ; 
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I am not used to paying compliments, 

"but I wish to tell you how much I 

think you have improved." 

" Have I ? Oh I am so glad ; I wished 

to please you." 

"And you have succeeded. It was 
good of you not to resent my suggestions, 
only I knew what yoij could do if you 
were in earnest; and you will find it 
a great pleasure as you grow older to 
have one thing that you do really well. 
Besides, it is a great pleasure to others — 
when you marry, your husband will 
indeed be proud of his wife. 

"I wish you would always tell me 
when you think I ought to do a thing.'* 
She spoke very low and quietly. 

"Do you really? Are you sure you 
would never resent anything I should 
say? 



>> 



U7 29* 



TRANSPLANTED. 



" No ; I should only be glad, and I 
should try to do what you tell me." 

"You tempt me very much," he said. 
" Shall I speak ? " 

She looked up at him and laughed. 

" What have I done wrong ; are you 
going to scold me ? " 

"You know what Prank wishes. 
Celeste; you know what his whole 
heart is set upon — why do you not 
give him an answer? 

" I have answered him," she said very 
faintly. 

They were standing under the cedars. 
The moonlight fell on her white face; 
she seemed almost a spirit from the other 
world. He took her hand in his ; she 
shivered at his touch. 

*' Will you not take back your answer ? 
Will you not forget what you have said. 
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and give him what he asks? He has 
\vaited so long, he deserves his reward." 

Shie did not speak, she felt so cold and 
strange. Was she really the same heing 
who had been so full of mirth and bright- 
ness at the dinner-table an hour before ? 

"From the very first I have set my 
heart on this," he continued. "I have 
always looked upon you as my future 
sister ; are we all to be disappointed ? " 

"Please don't say any more," she 
whispered. "I think it is cold; shall 
we go in now ? " 

The moon had gone behind a cloud; 
the garden lay in shadow. Celeste 
paused a moment, and in the darkness 
turned and spoke once more. 

"You must not think I mind what 

you said, only I can't say any more 

to-night." 
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Frank stood at the window watching, 
a cloud upon his brow; he longed to 
join them, but jealousy forbid. 

Celeste touched his arm lightly as she 
passed into the lighted room. 

"Come and warm yourself and don't 
look at any more ghosts," she said ; " we 
have had enough of them for one night." 

There was a pathetic cadence in her 
voice, but Frank did not notice it — ^her 
touch had acted as a charm. 
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MISS DULCINA IS BLIND. 

Prank followed Celeste into the room, 
but she did not speak to him again. She 
had taken refuge on a stool in the corner 
of the fire-place, beside Mrs. Bosca wen's 
sofa. It was getting late; there, in her 
favourite hiding-place, she might escape 
notice till the time came for her 
departure. 

Prom her corner she was watching 

Gilbert and Mrs. Thornton. He had joined 

her when he came in from the terrace, 

and was now sitting, leaning a little 

forward, toying with the embroidery silks 
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upon her knee. They were all entangled, 
she told him, and she was bringing order 
out of confusion. He was half -interested 
in the process ; admiring her shapely 
hands as they deftly put things right, and 
as she worked she talked, whilst all 
unknown to him the old spell of her 
presence crept over him. 

How coolly they were speaking ! 
Celeste could not hear their words ; but 
Daisy was lying back in her chair, appar- 
ently not exerting herself to please. 
Such a state of affairs was incompre- 
hensible to the girl. What were their 
feelings towards each other? Had they 
totally forgotten ? 

" And yet," Gilbert was saying, " wealth 
does not certainly secure happiness." 

" It goes a very considerable way 

towards the softening of disagreeables, 
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at any rate. Physical comforts are not 
to be under- valued ; they stand the 
wear of time in a way nothing else 
does.'* 

Mrs. Thornton spoke with seemingly 
little interest in her subject ; the fate of 
the blue and yellow silks absorbed her. 
Yet underneath the calm was a longing 
desire to tell the truth ; to own that in 
the past she had been wrong ; but pride 
forbade such a confession. Gilbert should 
never know but that she had got her 
soul's desire. He had not answered 
her last speech ; her words had jarred, 
and she continued in the same even 
sentences : 

"It is all very well making light of 

one's surroundings. What should I do 

now, for instance, had I to live upon 

nothing a-year? I could not earn my 
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bread; I should not know how to 
begin ! " 

" I don't think you would. You know 
the world is divided into two great 
classes, — the workers, and those who reap 
the benefit of their toil ; — you are one of 
the latter." 

"Thank you for your good opinion. 
You consider that I am one of the drones 
of the hive. What would you call 
Celeste ? " she asked suddenly. 

" A worker certainly ! And a very 
patient one too." 

He glanced kindly across to where 
Celeste sat, caught her eye, and smiled, 
Daisy noted the glance; she had noted 
also how Gilbert had followed her on to 
the terrace. Was she mistaken, — ^were 
they more than friends ? She felt half- 
piqued, half-curious. 
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" You speak very surely ; what can 
you possibly know of Celeste to entitle 
you to judge?" 

"There are few people better able to 
judge, I should say. I have known her 
for years, and hope to know still more 
in the years tp come.'* 

Mrs. Thornton raised her eyebrows 
slightly ; he was a warm partisan. 

" Am I to congratulate you then ? 
I wish » 

He rose suddenly to his feet. 

" You are absolutely mistaken. I 
thought that, knowing the past as you 
do, you need not have asked such a 
question." 

" But why then— " 

He interrupted, speaking in low and 

hurried tones : 

" You ask why things cannot now come 
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right? Because I am a poor man; 
because I do not hold wealth as the chief 
good I " 

" Gilbert, listen ! " 

But he had left her side and joined the 
others. There was a movement among 
the company ; Celeste had risen to say 
good-night, and Frank was eagerly asking 
for leave to accompany her and the Vicar 
home. 

In the entrance - hall they all stood 
talking. The Vicar was wrapping himself 
up; Celeste stood by in her soft white 
shawl and garden hat; Frank was in 
great spirits, getting into every one's 
way. Celeste turned to say farewell; 
there was a great deal of laughing and 
chattering. At the last moment Mr. 
Boscawen found he had forgotten some- 
thing. 
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" Walk on/' he said to his nephew ; 
" I will overtake you." 

Celeste made some excuse, but the 
Vicar would not hear of it, and Prank 
joyfully went off with his charge; in a 
minute they were lost to sight. 

" There is no need for any great amount 
of speed on my part, I suppose," said 
Mr. Boscawen laughing. 

" Poor old fellow ! — ^he is very happy," 
Gilbert replied, as they retraced their 
footsteps to the drawing-room. 

Meanwhile Prank and Celeste went on 
their way. They had turned from the 
principal avenue, and were following a 
somewhat shorter path, leading through 
the Abbey. 

Celeste felt shy and embarrassed; she 
had hardly noticed which way they had 
turned, and Prank, willing to prolong the 
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pleasure, had counted on Mr. Boscawen 
keeping to the hroader path. 

The shadows of the ruins fell clearly 
on the sward, while gables, pillars, and 
arches stood out black against the dark 
blue vault of the sky. The wind rustled 
softly in the cedars, and the distant rush 
of the river made an undercurrent of 
sound. 

Neither felt inclined to speak ; but, as 
they passed under the arch of the side 
doorway. Prank drew Celeste's hand 
within his arm ; she did not remonstrate. 
The bats, startled by the intruders, flew 
swiftly and silently by them. She started ; 
she was glad she was not alone. They 
crossed the transept; in another minute 
they were in the Lady-chapel, and 
Prank paused. 

Here, where Celeste had said him nay, 
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he was determined to try his fate once 
more. It had gone hardly with him all 
evening. He had never been near her. 
Jealousy had been adding to his misery ; 
now, at last, he had her all to himself. 
Her hand was on his arm, and when they 
paused she looked questioningly up at 
him. 

They had emerged from the shadows 
cast by the walls of the Abbey, and stood 
in the roofless temple in the full clear 
light of the moon. He looked down 
upon her upturned face, and her eyes 
fell before his gaze. 

" I am going to transgress once more," 

he said, and his voice shook from strength 

of feehng. " Here, where I first told you 

of my love, I am going to speak of it 

again. Ladybird, there is no conquering 

it ; — what am I to do ? " 
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She did not look up, bat she had drawa 
her hand from out his arm, and stood 
silent a little apart. 

He approached her half-fearf ully, and 
yet her silence had given him courage. 
Could it be that he might win her 

yet? 

"Celeste, do you think that you are 
beginning to love me ? " 

He put out his hand and drew her 
towards him ; still she did not speak. 

**Tell me,*' he whispered entreatingly; 
" can you be my wife ? " 

She was strangely quiet and passive, 
but she showed no signs of anger. At 
his last words she raised her head, and 
her voice was clear and true. 

" If you think that you really wish it, 
M. Prank, that you really can be happy 
in no other way, I will be your wife." 
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" Darling, cannot you guess how I 
wish it ! '' 

He held her close at last ; he raised the 
lovely, quiet face till his Kps met hers in 
a long and passionate kiss. He had loved 
her for years, absolutely without hope ; 
and now the supreme moment of his Kfe 
had come to him. He did not question 
in those first delirious moments whether 
he had got what he desired ; he did not 
ask the measure of her love. It was 
enough for him that he could pour his 
life out for her ; that she had given him 
the right to do so. 

So the moments flew, till through the 
arches came the wind with a chill breath 
and a sigh. Celeste shivered. 

" We must not stay here, darling ; you 

are cold." 

Yet the cottage took a long time to^ 
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reach ; Frank could not bear to part with 
her even for a few hours. His happiness 
was 80 unreal, in the morning he might 
find it a dream t 

" I cannot understand it' all," he told 
her in broken sentences ; " I had almost 
given up hope. Only an hour ago I was 
wretched, miserable ! *' 

" But now you are glad ? " she asked 
anxiously. 

" Yes," he said softly ; " I am glad." 

In the cottage garden they once more 
paused. The glow from the lamp- 
lit room was forcing its way through 
the curtains, and fell on the gravel 
path. 

" They are waiting for me ! " 

"Do you think Uncle John is there, 

and perhaps they have guessed the truth?" 

Prank asked gleefully. 
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" Oil I hope not ; I cannot tell them 
yet! 

" Why not ? Have you repented 
already ? " 

She made a movement towards the 
cottage, but he held her fast. 

" No ; you have not answered me, 
darling. Let me hear again from your 
own lips your promise/* 

"You silly boy; is not once enough? 
"Well then, listen: M. Prank, some day 
or other I will be your wife." 

" Darling, but some day will not do ; it 
must be soon; as soon as you can get 
ready. I have waited so long, you will 
not ask me to wait longer ? " 

" It shall be just as you wish," she 
said gently. 

A pang shot through him. 
But you wish it ? " 
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'' I am not going to be questioned any 
more. Come — " 

It was Aunt Dulcina who opened the 
door; she had heard their steps and 
voices as they approached. 

" Come in, Frank ; come in, child ; 
you have taken a long time to walk 
home." The words were kindly 
said. 

" How do you know that. Miss Dulcina. 
Are you a witch ? " 

" Perhaps ! " And they followed her 
into the lighted room. 

There sat the Vicar, waiting for the 
truant couple, and laughing softly as he 
saw Celeste's tell-tale face. 

"Did you lose your way?" he asked. 

" We have been thinking of sending out 

a party with lanterns. Celeste, you will 

never trust Frank again ! " 
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Celeste stooped to kiss Aunt Ann, and 

hide her blushes. 

"Are you very happy?" the old lady 

"whispered, but Prank heard. 

"Aunt Ann, will you have me for a 

nephew ? Celeste and I are going to be 

married — how soon do you think it can 

be ? " 

" You are not going to ask any 

one's consent apparently," said Uncle 

John. 

" But you are all awfully glad ; 

Prank looked round confidently. "Miss 

Dulcina, say you are glad; you have 

always been urging me to make up my 

mind." 

" It seems to me that you had made it 

up all along, Mr. Prank; it would not 

make much difference even if I did say 

no. I cannot think where my eyes were ! 
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It takes my breath away ; I never noticed 
anything. Celeste is just a child ! " 

" Very nearly three-and- twenty, Aunt 
Dulcina." 

" Dear, dear ; think of that ; I had 
quite forgotten. No, you are not so 
young. By the time she was your age 
Ann had had — " 

" Never mind about me, dear ; that is 
an old story." 

" Well, to be sure," said Aunt Dulcina, 

"there's Molly's orange blossom and 

wedding veil in a box up- stairs. I 

put new lavender in it only last week, 

and I wondered to myself how many 

years it would be before it was needed 

again I I am so thankful I took such 

care of it; a very expensive one it was 

— real Honiton ! ' ' 

" I knew there was nothing you so 
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dearly loved as a wedding, Miss Dulcina. 
Now you must get things ready as quickly 
as you can." 

" Ann and I don't work by machinery, 
Mr. Prank, but we shall do our best ; 
only, you know, a proper time must 
elapse. It is not the custom to be 
married in a hurry." 

Aunt Ann was stroking Celeste's head 
as she sat at her feet. 

" Frank, my boy, you must take great 
care of her; remember she is Molly's 
child." 

It was getting late. The Vicar and 
Frank prepared to depart. Celeste held 
back, and did not go to the doorway with 
them. 

"Are you not going to help me. 
Celeste ? " Mr. Boscawen asked. " You 
always put on my coat for me." 
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She followed him shyly. Frank lingered 
a moment ; he had parting words to say 
to the old ladies, for he knew he was 
taking the light of their lives away. 

" Dear child," Mr. Boscawen said, 

taking Celeste's hands in his, as she stood 

beside him, helping him as was her 

wont, " there is no one wishes you truer 

happiness than I do; this has made me 

very glad." 

'* They all wished it," she murmured. 
" Yes ; you will be a blessing among 

us all. Good-night, my child." 

The Vicar had gone, and Frank was 
there. 

" I shall be here immediately aft^r 
breakfast, ladybird, to take you to my 
mother. You will come ? " 

" Must I, — so soon ? " 

"Are you frightened of us all, little 
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one ? But you needn't mind the mother ; 
she will be so awfully glad." 

The Vicar was walking sharply home, 
trying to banish thought ; he had not 
gone far when Prank overtook him; 
slipping his arm in his. 

" Think," he said, " only an hour ago 
I was miserable. I hated all the world ; 
and for weeks past I have behaved like a 
brute to old Gilbert. And now — " 

He paused with a sigh of intense 
happiness. 

" If you look at your watch, my boy." 
said the Vicar, in his dry, matter-of-fact 
way, "you will see that it's more than 
an hour ago. You took an hour to find 
out each other's minds." 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

gilbert's revenge. 

The sun was streaming into the 
breakfast-room at the Priory. It was 
about ten days after Celeste's engage- 
ment. Mrs. Thornton had returned to 
town; Gilbert also was absent from 
home, gone to shoot the coverts at a 
near neighbour's. The breakfast-table 
was laid, and Frank and his father were 
doing ample justice to the good things 
provided. 

" You say you count on a fairly good 

small yearly income," said the General, 

looking across at his son from under his 
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shaggy eyebrows. " Celeste has £200 
a year of her own, and you wish me to 
make you some additional allowance ? " 

"Yes, sir, that is right. Neither of 
us have very expensive tastes ; yet living 
in London is not cheap, and I should not 
like her to miss anything that she has 
been accustomed to have." 

"She will miss a great deal she has 
been accustomed to have, to my mind; 
a great deal of advice and looking after ; 
but she will be none the worse of that. 
Dulcina Hilditch's tongue would kill me 
in a fortnight ! " 

" She is a kindly creature, but she does 
talk too much, I allow." 

" Talk ! — she talks incessantly. How- 
ever, that is nothing to do with you; 
fortunately you are not going to marry 

her. But to revert to the subject of your 
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allowance; you don't expect me to 
answer you at once, I suppose; I must 
see Perrin, and hear what he says. 
There is Gilbert, you know; GiJbert is 
the eldest, and if he marries the widow 
he must have something — ^he can't let 
her bring all the money ! " 

" You have made up your mind it is 
to be a marriage, I see." 

"Humph! I can't exactly say that. 
I can't make up Gilbert's mind for him 
unfortunately ; but it would be desirable, 
— very desirable ! " 

"Oh, very!" 

" What do you mean ? " said his father 
irately. 

"I don't think Gilbert is a man to 
do such a thing." 

" Hasn't the sense ? " 

" Hasn't the inclination ! " Frank 
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answered, rising and pushing back his 
chair. 

" Where are you off to now ? ", 
"To the cottage, I believe," he said 
with a laugh. "But I shall wait and 
see what the post brings first." 

He went out on to the terrace and 
strolled up and down. He was serenely 
happy; he was dreaming about Celeste 
— dreaming about his future home, and 
what life would be to him then. Natu- 
rally his thoughts turned to Gilbert ; he 
did not think somehow that the General's 
wish would be gratified. Gilbert and 
Daisy had distinctly avoided each other 
whilst together at the Priory, and the 
former had made the shooting engage- 
ment an excuse to leave home some days 
before Daisy returned to London. He 

was buried in his thoughts, he had not 
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noticed the arrival of the post, till a 
shout from his father made him look 
round. He turned towards the house 
in surprise; the Greneral did not usually 
advertise the advent of the post in such 
a fashion, preferring to have the cream 
of the morning papers to himself. 

"Any news?*' he asked as he came 
within earshot. 

"Yes, there's d d bad news; the 

bank has failed; it will ruin 

thousands 1 " 

Prank gave a low whistle of constern- 
ation. 

" You are not a shareholder ? " 

"No; Perrin would not let me. He 

said some time ago it was shaky; but 

it will affect everything; there is no 

knowing where a failure like that will 

end/' 
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"Has anything else gone?" Frank 
asked, lifting another paper to read "par- 
ticulars for himself. There was silence 
for a few minutes, broken by exclam- 
ations from the General, relative to 
investments in general, and banks of 
unlimited liability in particular. Pre- 
sently he went forward and pulled the 
bell. 

" Tell them to bring round the dog- 
cart at once." 

The footman hurried off to give the 
peremptory order. 

" I must go and see Perrin about this ; 
see what he advises, see that I am all 
safe. Don't tell your mother till I 
return — ^it might make her anxious.' 

"Very well, sir, just as you wish it. 
I am going to the cottage now ; I dare- 
say you will be home before me.' 
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He wanted to beguile Celeste to come 
out with him; a long morning together 
in the woods was what he had planned, 
but he knew there might be difficulties 
in the way. It was just the end of 
October ; the wedding was to take place 
early in December, and Celeste was busy 
getting things ready in time. Her aunts 
were peculiarly sensitive that their niece 
should go to her new home with all the 
proper bridal gear. Prom their various 
receptacles they had drawn out many 
a dainty oflfering; yards of old lace, 
Indian embroideries, over which Aunt 
Ann gently sighed, and Dulcina looked 
mysterious, till Celeste gathered somehow 
or other they were connected with Aunt 
Ann's girlhood's romance. Then there 
was wonderful brocade, arrayed in which 
their mother had been at court when his 
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Majesty George III. was king ; and while 
Dulcina and Celeste plied busily their 
needles, Aunt Ann recounted stories of 
those days before the glory had departed 
from the house of Hilditch. 

It was into such a scene as this Prank 
expected to intrude, but fate was kind to 
him. Celeste was in the garden. She 
had had a long letter from the convent at 
Milan — she had slipped away to enjoy it 
alone. The Sisters remembered Frank 
Brand; it added to their interest that 
they had seen the man to whom their old 
pupil was fiancee. The letter was laden 
with messages of goodwill from all. 

Celeste's mind wandered back to the 
time when many hours of every day had 
been spent at the convent, and when 
there had even been a talk of her becom- 
ing one of the community. It was well 
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that she had not done so; it was well 
that she was free. How much better to 
be as she was ! She would have drooped 
and pin(^d in their one-sided life, beautiful 
as that one side was. 

She remembered the day when, in the 
convent garden, the Abbess had spoken 
to her about her future. The shadows 
lay long on the grass, the bell was tolling 
for vespers, and the four high walls were 
as a prison-house; while the impatient 
child, standing at the reverend Mother's 
knee, listening to the music borne to 
them on the evening air coming from the 
public gardens, heard the words yet hardly 
understood the meaning, " The world is 
weary, and here is rest." 

She knew then — she knew far better 
now — that rest was not what she sought, 
but life ; life full-flavoured and satisfying, 
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with all its capabilities for sorrow and 
joy. She was young, and the powers of 
living and loving were strong within her ; 

the world was full of interest in her eyes. 

« 

She was looking forward to that future 
which was to give to her added experi- 
ence, and she knew not that experience is 
taught by pain. 

She started as a hand was laid upon 
her shoulder, and looked round ; it was 
Erank who had stolen unperceived to 
where she sat. 

" So I have found you disengaged at 
last, ladybird ! Are the gowns and all 
the rest of the paraphernalia nearly com- 
pleted?" 

" What do you know about the gowns ? 
she asked laughing, and rising to her feet 
she disengaged herself from the arm that 
he had put round her. 
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*' I'm afraid I don't know much, cer- 
tainly. You always look, somehow, as if 
you had the right thing on ; I should 
have thought you needed no new dresses, 
except perhaps the dress." 

** Oh, that is coming from London ; 
Mrs. Thornton is getting it. But do let 
us talk of something more interesting. 
Come in and see Aunt Ann." 

" Not yet, darling," he said. " Don t 
you know I want you all to myself. 
Will you come to the beech- woods, and we 
can have a long morning out-of-doors ? " 

"You will have quite enough of me, 
M. Prank, in the future ; you will grow 
tired if you use up all the pleasure at 
once ! " 

" Am I likely to tire soon ? " he asked, 
drawing her towards him, and leading 
the way to the woods. " Do you re- 
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member how long I have waited, and 
how eagerly ? " 

" I thought men always grew tired of 
a thing when they certainly possessed 
it," she said, looking up archly. '* Mrs. 
Thornton told me that their only pleasure 
lay in pursuit ! She knows a great deal 
better than I do, so I believed her, of . 
course." 

''Don't believe her, Celeste! Don't 
let her teach you her knowledge of the 
world ; keep your own ideas about things 
— they are ever so much better." 

" That is only your nonsense, M. Frank ; 
in reality they are not better. When 
we were abroad I found that she often 
thought quite differently from me. She 
knows the world ; she sees the motives 
that make people act ; she looks deep 
down, and does not judge always from 
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appearances, as you know I am so apt 
to do." 

" She must be astonishingly clever''— 
and there was the suspicion of a sneer in 
his tones. " I should like to meet the 
man, or woman either, who could rightly 
judge motives ; they are the most mixed 
things in the world ! Did she tell you 
the motives that led her to marry Mr. 
Thornton ? " 

''Oh, Frank, don't! I am sorry for 
her ; that was a long time ago." 

" And I wonder what motives prompt 
her present actions," he went on, unheed- 
ing of Celeste's remonstrance. "Is it 
the doctrine that men are only happy in 
pursuit which is leading her to act as 
she does ? She will not succeed ; she 
cannot succeed ! " he said decisively. 

*' What are you talking about. Prank ? 
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I do not understand you. Is it of Daisy 
Thornton you say such things ? " 

" Yes, of course ; the rich widow, I 
mean " — he was not thinking of Celeste, 
and spoke irritably. 

" I don't think she cares one bit about 
her money now," Celeste said. '*Why 
are you angry with her ? What has she 
done ? " 

" Am I angry, little one ? I did not 
mean you should know it. Of course 
you do not understand ; it happened long 
before your day — Gilbert, you know, he 
cared for her." 

Celeste felt a chill hand laid upon her 
heart, but she looked up in his face and 
answered bravely : 

''Yes, I know all about that, Frank 
dear ; but it will come right some day, he 
loves her so ! " 
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Frank paused in their walk, and looked 
down searchingly into the face turned up 
towards him. 

" How do you know ? " he asked. " I 
thought he had forgotten." 

" He thinks he has," said Celeste, and 
her voice was very low; "but Gilbert is 
not a man to forget." 

" Where did you get your knowledge ? " 
he said smiling. " Think of your telling 
me about old Gilbert I Women have a 
wonderful way of seeing things." 

They had wandered some way into the 
woods, and had seated themselves on a 
bank of moss and fern. The path from 
the village to the Priory was between 
them and the river ; and all around lay a 
russet carpet of beech-leaves. The woods 
were very still, save now and again the 
crackle of twigs among the bracken, as a 
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pheasant crept out from its hiding, and 
the note of a solitary robin broke on the 
autumn air. There had been silence 
"between them for some minutes, Frank's 
last words had wakened painful memories. 
She was gazing from her in a state of 
dreamy sadness ; and he lay at her feet 
watching unchecked the lights and 
shadows as they flitted across her face. 

" I shall make a study of you some 
day," he said at last; ''just as you are 
now, with the brambles and the beech- 
nuts on your knee, and that half-sad look 
on your face, as if you were mourning 
the dying year." 

" Take care, M. Prank, or you will be 
known as the artist of one idea. You 
must think of your Art, not of me." 

" Must I ? " he said. " It will be very 

difficult." 
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She took his words in earnest, and 
. exclaimed : 

" Oh, you must not let me spoil your 
life; it was because I thought I might 
help you that I — " 

She paused. Why put into words the 
thought that had risen ? 

" Never fear ; you will help me. In a 
little, when I grow sensible again, I am 
going to work hard. I shall not let you spoil 
my Art ; but this is a holiday, you know." 

He raised himself from his lowly 
posture, and sat down beside her. 

" Oh, Prank, don't ! — some one is 
coming ! " she exclaimed. 

The leaves on the path rustled under 
the tread of feet, and two village urchins 
came into sight. 

"What have you got there?" Frank 
cried. 
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"A telegram for the house, sir ! " said 
the lad, clutching fast at the precious 
document. 

" Well, I anx the house. Let me see 
it. Tommy, or whatever your name is ; it 
is for me. There, that will do," and he 
gave the child a shilling as he doubtfully 
turned away. 

Prank held the fluttering pink paper in 
his hand, and Celeste watched anxiously 
as he read. 

'* You are a witch. Celeste ! What will 
the General say ? " 

Celeste took the paper from his hands ; 
she glanced at it. It was from Gilbert. 
*' Thornton, Denman, and Co. have failed 
for over half a million ; I start for Eaton 
Place at once." 

Celeste was very still; she was realiz- 
ing the truth. 
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" This is a nice piece of business," 
Frank said. "Do you know, ladybird, 
the General has set his heart on Gilbert 
marrying Daisy, and, with her money ! " 

'' Yes ! I know that ; but Gilbert 
would never have done it. Now it will 
all come right; we must go and tell 
your mother ! " 

"I do believe you are rejoicing at 
Daisy's misfortunes. Celeste; well, you 
will be gratified, and we shall have a 
double wedding after all." 

They turned towards the house and 
walked slowly homewards ; whilst at the 
same time Gilbert was on his way to 
London. 

It was true. All came very suddenly, 
and Daisy had no warning of the impend- 
ing ruin. The credit of the firm in which 
her husband had been principal partner 
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was looked upon as undoubted ; but it 
had not been able to withstand the 
universal crisis. It held shares in the 
unfortunate bank, the failure of ^hich 
had put General Boscawen into such 
a state of alarm. When this became 
known a panic ensued, and it had to 
close its doors and stop payment. 

There was little fear but that event- 
ually it would pay its creditors in full ; 
the public, however, were not aware of 
this fact, and Gilbert read several articles 
in the papers on the completeness of the 
ruin of the well-known house. 

To go to Daisy at once, to claim the 
right to befriend her in her trouble, was 
his resolve. He never hesitated ; the veil 
had been torn from his eyes. Naturally 
he thought only of the woman he loved ; 
the blow it would be to his father, the 
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uniinportaat question of income, did not 
occur to him, and the afternoon mail saw 
him on his way to town. 

Till he found himself on the road to 
London he had had no time for thought ; 
hut as the hours flew by, and his mind 
became more composed, he fell into a 
train of musing, trying hard to read 
aright the power that urged him on. 
He went over the past — it was of no 
avail, he could not justify her conduct 
to himself ; only the last time he had seen 
her, her words and manner had jarred 
upon him, and yet despite her faults, or 
was it for her faults he loved her ? — ^there 
had never been any other woman for 
him. 

All was yet too new for Daisy to have 
made any plans. In the mean while she 
would probably go to her mother. The 
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house in Eaton Place, everything, would 
liave to be sold, her husband's fortune 
having been invested entirely in the 
business. He had made no settlement 
on his wife at the time of his marriage, 
but had left her by his will the use for 
ber life of his whole means ; when they 
went, therefore, she was penniless. 

Did she care, she asked herself? 
Truly the Nemesis which followed on 
her action had been swift and sure. She 
had lost everything on the durability of 
which she had prided herself, and what 
had she to fall back upon ? — nothing. 

It did not occur to her that now in 

her adversity the man whom she had 

so cruelly dealt with would again offer 

her his love. She had never truly gauged 

the value of the treasure she had cast 

from her; now she thrust all thoughts 
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of him away, as a vision of what might 
have been, forced itself upon her. She 
had chosen for herself, none other was 
to blame. 

It was late when Gilbert arrived at 
Eaton Place. Daisy was in the drawing- 
room. She had dressed for dinner as 
usual; the household apparently had 
suffered no change from the shock. She 
was at the writing-table answering notes 
of condolence that had poured in. She 
did not look round as the door opened ; 
she was not conscious of it. Her head 
was buried in her hands, her writing lay 
unfinished before her; the hoUowness, 
the weariness, the uselessness of it aU 
had taken possession of her. 

"I have come; Daisy, can I help 
you now?" 

She started to her feet at his voice, 
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and a wave of crimson flooded her neck 
and brow. She held the back of the 
chair for support ; she did not even raise 
her eyes to meet his gaze. 

" Am I wrong in what I have done ? " 
lie asked, pausing as he crossed the room, 
and standing some little way from her. 

He hardly heard the "No" that fell 
from her lips, but it was enough- 

"You will let me help you?" he ex- 
claimed. " Daisy, give me the right to 
do so. You are alone and in trouble; 
will you let me care for you now ? " 
" Oh, Gilbert, have you forgiven ? " 
"And forgotten entirely," he said; and 
he believed he spoke truly. 

General Boscawen had a letter from 
his son next day. It upset him dread- 
fully. He had to go at once and ask 
Perrin what was to be done. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

THE EVE OP THE WEDDING. 

It was the eve of the wedding-day — 
a double wedding, as Frank had prophe- 
sied; the morrow was to see both sons 
made happy. Mrs. Boscawen was sym- 
pathetic and glad; the General a little 
ill-used and short in the temper, from 
the state of confusion of his surroundings. 
Certainly he had every reason to grumble, 
for he had found that men will choose 
their own wives, and that common sense 
has very little to do with the selection; 
still the universal happiness was con- 
tagious, and he concealed his ill-humour 
as best he could. 
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It was late in the eveniog; a large 
party was assembled at the Priory. Mrs. 
Pemberton and her daughter, the old 
ladies and Celeste, also the Vicar, had 
all been dining there in addition to those 
already in the house for the morrow's 
wedding. The General had taken Mrs. 
Pemberton to dinner; she was well-dressed 
and jubilant in a calm way. Gilbert was 
a personal favourite, and she hoped that 
he had never known or perhaps forgotten 
the part she had played in the past. He 
was courteous to her as to all other 
women ; she was Daisy's mother — that was 
sufficient. 

Everything relative to their marriage 
had been very speedily settled. There 
was no cause for delay, and Gilbert was 
anxious that Daisy should be his wife, 
before there was time for her to feel the 
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difference in her life that the failure of 
the firm would have caused. He was 
unfeignedly happy, and showered his care 
and attentions upon her. In company 
at any rate she received them with seem- 
ing indifference; his mother watching 
anxiously and jealously on her son's be- 
half, hoped it was only her manner. 
There was not much sympathy between 
her and her future daughter-in-law ; she 
turned with delight to Celeste, who long 
ago had firmly established herself as an 
especial favourite. 

The latter was in her usual corner 
beside Mrs. Boscawen's sofa, very silent 
and quiet in the midst of the noisy 
gathering. She was trying to look for- 
ward beyond the next day to the winter 
she and Frank were to spend in Con- 

tinental wanderings. She had let her 
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mind dwell but little on the immediate 
prospect of her marriage; she had per- 
suaded herself that she had acted rightly ; 
what better could she have done with her 
life ? She avoided strenuously every meet- 
ing with Gilbert. She was afraid of her- 
self. Time would make things different, 
and in the future she would meet him 
quite easily; her interest, everything, 
would then be absorbed in her husband's 
work ; she would be too much occupied 
for foolish retrospect. 

Frank had absolutely no suspicion of 
what was in the girl's mind. He had 
grown to believe that his former jealousy 
of Gilbert was an absurdity of his own 
creation, and thus he could give her no 
help in the struggle through which she 
was passing. 

There was a great deal of talk going on 
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around her about the various arrange- 
ments for the morrow. Gilbert and Daisy 
had gone into the conservatory, and 
Prank was the centre of an admiring 
circle of relatives. A little apart from 
the general chatter the Vicar was enter- 
taining Miss Ann and Miss Dulcina — he 
knew that their hearts were sad with 
thoughts of the coming parting. 

"We shall miss her dreadfully, Mr. 
John, but we would not have it other- 
wise ; some women must marry, you 
know.'* 

" I fear they must," he answered, 
laughing. " A society of old maids 
would be a Utopia, no doubt, but in this 
world we cannot look for an ideal state." 

"And we trust she is going to be 
happy," Aunt Ann said. " It wakes up 
all the old memories of Molly's wedding- 
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day ; this is the second time that Dulcina 
and I have been left alone together." 

"You must not think of it in that 
light," the Vicar suggested kindly. " You 
will gain a nephew, and they will often be 
at the Priory ; none of us will get on well 
without them, I fear." 

" Don't you think we should go now ? " 
Aunt Ann asked. " Celeste is looking 
tired, and Mrs. Boscawen must be weary 
also." 

Celeste heard her name, and crossed 
the room to where the trio was seated. 

'* What were you saying about me ? " 

"That you looked as if you had the 
cares of the world upon your shoulders 
you must not wrinkle your brows in that 
way if you wish to keep young, child." 

Celeste smiled. Aunt Dulcina would 

not have another day to see that she 
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acted rightly ; she was beginning to realize 

how much she would miss their love and 

fussy care. Frank had at last got free 

from his duties as host, and eagerly 

joined the group. 

"You are not going?" he asked, for 

there was a movement among the com- 

^^ • 

pany, and Mrs. Pemberton's carriage had 

been announced. Gilbert and Daisy came 

in from the conservatory ; Celeste's gaze 

rc^sted on them a minute, and then she 

turned away. She pushed aside the 

heavy curtains that fell between her and 

the window and looked out. It was a 

istarlight night, and the branches of the 

trees stood out gaunt and bare. Prank 

laid his hand on her arm. 

" If you win walk home. Celeste, we 

can go through the ruins. Mrs. Pem- 

berton will take care of your aunts — I 
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Tvish to show you something we dis- 
covered to-day, — an old secret stair." 

" Are you telling about the staircase ? " 
Gilbert asked, joining them. " Miss 
Dulcina, you ought to come and see 
where Prank and I are stowed away for 
the night ; the house is full, you know, 
and the rooms in the dormitories have 
been brought into requisition." 

"You don't mean the rooms at the 
end of the long passage," asked Celeste 
with interest. "Why, they never have 
been used before." 

" No, never ; Prank has the one nearest 
the house ; mine is next the ruins, and the 
staircase goes down into the Abbey just 
outside my door. The entrance was 
covered up with a lot of old cases, and 
in moving them we accidentally discov- 
ered it." 
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"It can never be of any use, it has 
fallen away at one place," Frank said. 
" I went up, but it is nearly impassable." 

'* I suppose men don't mind these 
things," Dulcina said ; " but I would not 
sleep there for worlds ; I should be kept 
quite uneasy." 

" Uneasy about what ? " Frank asked. 

" Oh ! robbers, — anything might come 
in from the outside." 

" Rats would be much more likely, 
Miss Dulcina, but I don't think there is 
much cause for alarm." 

" Rats would be almost worse, I think," 
she said. " However, I daresay you are 
all laughing at me, and we must go now — 
Mrs. Pemberton is waiting." 

" Come, Celeste, you and I must start," 
Frank said. " Have you plenty of warm 
wraps ? " 
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Gilbert went with them to the entrance- 
hall and fastened Celeste's fur cloak round 
her. 

" By this time to-morrow, ladybird, we 
shall all be done for; and you will be 
Mrs. Frank." 

" It is to be hoped so," said Frank. 
" Uncle John, you must be careful to 
marry us to the right people." 

'* ril do my best," he answered. 

" Celeste would not thank you if you 
made her Mrs. Gilbert," Frank said 
cheerily. ^' Come away, ladybird, we 
shall walk fast and be at home as soon 
as the others." 

He drew Celeste's hand through his 
arm, he had not looked in her face. 

" How cold your hand is 1 " he said, 
wrapping her cloak more closely round 
her, and leading her out into the night. 
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She was very silent as they passed along 
the path and turned into the Abbey ; not 
even the hidden staircase roused her to 
much show of interest. Her mind was full 
of strange imaginings; she was restless 
and excited. 

Yet, standing in the seemingly empty 
corner, she wondered now how it was 
that she had never noticed the staircase 
winding above her head. The lower part 
was broken away; there was nothing to 
attract notice without investigation. 

The casement of a window opened 
somewhere above them not far away, 
and the light of a candle flashed down 
to where they stood. 

" Are you still exploring ? " said Gilbert, 
out of the darkness. " This is my eyrie. 
Celeste— rather an un-get-at-able corner ! '* 

She looked up at his window. 
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" I don't think you need fear either 
Aunt Duleina's rats or robbers. You are 
q[uite shut off from every one." 

" Quite ; I might shout for ever ; no 
one would hear me." 

" Come away, Celeste," said Frank. " It 
is very cold." 

" Good night," the voice from the 
v^indow cried. 

" Good night," she answered, wonder- 
ing if such a thing were possible for her. 
She was terribly wide-awake ; she wished 
it were morning ; she hated the thought of 
the hours of darkness through which she 
had yet to pass. Frank did not go farther 
than the Cottage-door. 

"To-morrow," he whispered; "I wish 
it were to-morrow I Celeste, darling, 
nothing after that can come between 



us." 
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** You must go to sleep," she said, " and 
to-moiTow will soon come ! " 

" I don't think I shall sleep very 
much," he answered; "and besides, I 
have some things to put together in 
the smoking-room ; I sha'n't turn in for 
some time yet.^ 

Celeste also was far too restless to 
dream of slumber. Some of her treasures 
still lay unpacked in her room, and she 
spent a long time in gathering them 
together. 

After that she looked through a pile of 
old letters as she sat by the fire, mostly 
from Prank himself, in the days when he 
was still Frank Brand. One there was 
from Gilbert, written at the time he was 
in London, telling of his successful search, 
and arranging about Celeste and her 
aunts' journey to town. She held it in 
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lier hands a minute ; she did not read it, 
"but her gaze lingered on the signature — 
*' Tours very sincerely, Gilbert Boscawen." 
Yes, it was quite true; it was what he 
had ever been, very sincerely hers — nothing 
more, nothing less. A little sigh escaped 
her lips, slowly she held out her hand 
and dropped it into the reddest glow of 
the fire. In a second it was consumed ; 
the ashes fluttered up the chimney, and 
the momentary flame died out. It seemed 
she had done nearly all then. She wan- 
dered about her room arranging things 
that were to be left at Greystoke until 
she returned ; she opened her father's 
desk, and once more looked through his 
papers. She knew them all by heart, 
yet while she looked one previously un- 
noticed caught her eye. It had slipped 
into the pocket of an old blotting-book. 

207 



TRANSPLANTED, 



She touched it tenderly. It was addressed 
aad stamped ready for the post. She broke 
the seal ; she read the date — the day of her 
father's death. They were his last words ; 
she trembled as she read them. The 
friend to whom they were addressed was 
now dead also, a wandering artist like 
himself, almost the only friend he had 
ever made. 

Celeste sat down once more by the fire, 
and her tears fell on the letter in her 
hands ; it seemed a message to her from 
the grave. 

" You should see my Celeste,' ' he 
wrote. " You knew her mother, she is 
something like her ; the same waving 
hair and sunny smile, but the heavy eyes 
and darker colouring are from the South. 
Also she is no true Englishwoman; she 
has inherited her father's love of wander- 
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ing. At times I am unhappy about the 
child. What will become of my little 
Bohemian should I be taken from her? 
There is a young artist, Frank Brand by 
name ; I wish I could think I should leave 
her with him. I like the lad, and he 
evidently admires her; but you will 
laugh at me for arranging their future 
fates ; the child will love whom she wills, 
or I am much mistaken in hei character.'* 
Then the letter passed on to more indiffer- 
ent matter, but Celeste read carefully to 
the end. 

She sat a long time silent after that, 
gazing into the fire, thinking over the 
past. So now she had her father's sanc- 
tion also ; she was doing what they all 
wanted. And Frank, dear Frank, her 
childhood's friend, what had she done to 
deserve his love — the faithful devotion of 
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SO many years ? She would be loyal to 
him, and true as he had ever been to her. 
Carefully she folded the letter again, and 
locked it once more in the desk. She 
knew she could not sleep ; she resumed 
her lowly seat by the fire. She still wore 
her evening dress ; the soft white folds 
clung round her, and her neck and arms 
gleamed white in the firelight, white as 
the flowers in her breast, with which 
Erank had decked her that same even- 
ing. So very white and still she sat — a 
bride at her vigil. 

Breaking in on the silence the clock on 
the stairs struck two; she started and 
shivered. The fire was nearly out; she 
gathered together the dying embers, then 
slowly rising, she looked a farewell round 
the room. 

She went towards the window; the 
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stars had disappeared, and the December 
night was very dark. Usually she could 
see the gables of the Abbey against the 
sky ; she would not see them to-night 
she knew, but still she looked, and her 
thoughts flew on before. 

She rubbed her eyes. Was she dream- 
ing ? Had the firelight got into them ? 
Surely she saw wrong ! There was a 
glow from the windows in the long 
gallery ; there was a rosy reflection on 
the opposite wall. 

" Oh God, save him ! " she cried. '' It 
is fire ! " 
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' CHAPTER XX. 

ESCAPE. 

Quick as thought she threw her shawl 
round her, crept past the doors of her 
aunts' rooms, and stole down-stairs. The 
first hlinding moment of terror was past, 
and instead had come a strange unnatural 
strength and calm, showing her clearly 
what she had to do ; for until now 
impulse had entirely guided the girl. 

The maid- servant slept down- stairs ; she 
•had the key of the garden-gate ; besides. 
Celeste knew that her assistance was 
necessary. Not many minutes' delay 
occurred before the two women slipt from 
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the house, and passed out on to the high- 
road. Here they separated. Celeste had 
already given her instructions ; the serv- 
ant was to give the alarm in the village, 
send the fire-engines, and in passing call 
at the Vicarage, and rouse Mr. Boscawen. 

Celeste herself hastened to the Priory. 
!No idea that it might be a false alarm 
occurred to her; she knew it was fire, 
and even as she passed along the road 
a glimpse of the light on the ruins was 
visible through the trees. 

She hurried her steps, but the difficulty 

increased tenfold after leaving the road. 

There was nothing to guide her but the 

sound of the gravel under her feet. 

Constantly she wandered from- the path, 

and it was only by the increased gloom 

that she knew when at last she reached 

the gate that led through the ruins. 
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She tried the fastenings; they were 
locked, made fast for the night. There 
was no altematire hut to go round to the 
principal entrance, and so find her way to 
the front of the house. 

The night was exceedingly dark and very 
cold ; a soft solitary pile of snow fell upon 
her at intervals as she hurried on. The 
avenue wound through trees and shruhs ; 
it was almost impossible to follow the path. 

A thousand fears filled her mind. What 
if she could not make them hear ? What 
if already the fire had done its work, and 
her warning came too late ? 

Most of the bed- rooms were at the other 
end of the building; the drawing-rooms 
and entrance-hall separated them from 
the corridor, at the end of which were the 
attics, where the brothers slept. 

Again as she neared the house she 
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caught the glow from the windows 
reflected on the gables ; it was brighter 
than it had been. The gallery, oak-lined 
and tapestry-hnng as it was, would fall an 
easy prey to fire. Among the open oak 
rafters of the roof the flames would soon 
do their work, and then such a little 
space lay between the attics used now 
for the first time, and the seat of the fire. 

Celeste quickened her pace. A light 
escaping from a window guided her steps ; 
thankfully she hurried towards it. It 
was from the smoking-room which opened 
out on the terrace. Prank's last words 
came to her mind; mercifully he still 
was there. 

He started from his seat and unbarred 

the shutters, as a voice from without 

struck upon his ear, and Celeste rattled 

loudly on the panes. No warning of fire 
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had come to him ; he had been reading, 
unconscious of the work of devastation so 
near at hand. He drew back in bewilder- 
ment as the light streaming from the 
room illuminated the girl's figure stand- 
ing without, with no better covering than 
the thin shawl thrown round her evening 
dress. Hastily he unbolted the window. 

" Celeste, are you dreaming ? What 
has brought you here ? " 

Her words interrupted his, gasped from 
her breathless lips. 

" Gilbert ! save him ! The long gallery 
is on fire ! " 

He looked at her in horror. Were her 
wild words true, or had she lost her 
reason. 

" Quick ! — do you hear me ? " she cried, 
and she forced herself past him through 
the window. 
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He saw it was no dream, and in alarm 

lie flew after her, as with terror-speeded 

feet she traversed the distance between 

herself and the corridor. A long flight 

of steps led from the entrance-hall to the 

gallery above, shut off at both the top 

and bottom by heavy folding-doors; Her 

strength was not suflScient to open them, 

and for a moment he was beside her, as 

they swung heavily on their hinges. A 

volume of smoke met them, blinding 

them and driving them back ; and as it 

cleared away Prank missed Celeste from 

his side. 

" Child," he (?ried, " come back ! " 
She did not listen ; she was breathlessly 
mounting the stair. She could hear, from 
the sounds coming to her from above, the 
progress that the fire was making. She 
reached the second folding-doors and 
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forced them open ; the sight that met 
her gaze made her pause. Behind her 
Prank's footstep echoed on the stair. 

He was at her side in a moment, and 
caught her in his arms. The smoke and 
heat were overpowering; the gallery 
was in flames. There was the rustling, 
crackling sound of devouring fire. 

" Let me go," she cried ; " Frank, let 
me go ; I must save him ! " 

" Celeste, you are mine ; for God's 
sake be still I " 

But she had broken from his grasp, 
and turned on him with dilated flashing 
eyes. 

" I cannot be yours,'' she said fiercely. 
" I love him ; if I cannot save him I will 
die with him I " 

» 

He held out his arms towards her, and 
she saw the agony in his eyes ; but the 
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flames leapt forward, and involuntarily 
they started back. 

" Help ! help ! " she cried. 

The household was already awakened, 
however, and help was at hand. The 
flames were spreading fast, and a beam 
fell near to where they stood. 

" Go back," Prank entreated, " you are 
not safe here." 

At his words she turned and fled. 
The horror-stricken household met her 
on the stair, " The engines are coming, 
she told them as she passed. 

They were hurrying forward to see for 
themselves ; no one asked where she was 
going. To give Gilbert the alarm was in 
every mind, but it was to Celeste first 
that the thought suggested itself of the 
secret stair. 
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Passing through the front door she 
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made her way towards the ruins. There 
was no longer any difficulty in finding 
the path ; the flames leapt from the 
windows, throwing a lurid glare around. 

Stumbling through the ruins she 
reached the old tower, and with a super- 
human eflPbrt dragged herself up into the 
stair. The stones cut her hands as she 
grasped the wall in her ascent, but she 
had no thought save to press blindly 
forward. 

Some minutes previously the roar of 
the fire had wakened Gilbert. Springing 
from his bed he opened the door; his 
room immediately filled with smoke, and 
the smell of fire stifled him. He saw 
that not a second was to be lost in effect- 
ing his escape. Prank's door stood open ; 
the room was empty ; he had only himself 
to think about. Hurriedly throwing on 
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some of his clothes he made for the old 
staircase. He could hear the cries of 
men and women at the other end of the 
gallery. The flames were within a few 
yards of where he stood; his Wood ran 
cold as he thought of how nearly he 
had lost his life. 

Already the hot hreath of the fire was 
upon him. He had paused a moment, 
regarding the work of destruction, then 
he turned and started back in horror, for 
at the top of the staircase stood Celeste, 
speechless from the eflfbrt she had made. 

" Ely ! " he exclaimed. " There is no 
time to lose ; how are you here ? " 

She looked up a moment into his face 
with a white, terror-stricken gaze. She 
seemed dazed, and did not understand 
that he was safe. She had pictured so 
much the reverse to herself, she stood 
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half-paralyzed, but there was no time for 
explanation. He seized her in his arms. 
Stumbling onwards somehow or other he 
reached the bottom of the stair, carried 
his burden into the Abbey, and laid her 
on the sward. 

She was very still, but her eyes met 
his ; she was quite herself, he could safely 
leave her. In turning away the wound 
on her wrist caught his eye ; it was bleed- 
ing, and the crimson stain was visible on 
her dress. 

"You did this for me?" he asked, a 
world of compassion in his tones. 

"It is nothing," she answered faintly. 
" Leave me now." 

He hardly heard her words. They were 
drowned in the crash that followed ; the 
roof of the gallery had fallen in. A 
shower of sparks flew upwards. For a 
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moment there was darkness ; the next 
the flames had struggled free again, 
and leapt upwards, hungry for the 
adjoining buildings. 

"Remain here," he said; "you are 
safe ! " 

He was gone to give what help he 
could, and to set at rest the minds of the 
others as to his personal safety. He had 
hardly left Celeste's side when the noise 
of the approach of the fire-engines was 
heard ; a cheer greeted them from the fast- 
gathering crowd. 

Celeste crept across the Abbey and 
crouched down under the opposite wall ; 
there unnoticed she could watch the pro- 
gress of the fire, which was still gaining 
ground despite all efforts to get the better 
of it. At last, however, the engines 
began to show what they were doing ; the 
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flames grew duller and were more fitful 
in their outbursts ; and though the work 
of destruction still continued, the firemen 
had won the day. 

Gradually as the excitement subsided 
Celeste's mind turned back upon herself, 
and upon the part she had that night 
played. She saw again Prank's look of 
misery as she hurled her words at him in 
her frenzy. Oh ! why was she not silent ? 
Why had she not gone through with the 
part she had schooled herself to play? 
Why had she dealt such a mortal wound 
to the man who had loved her so long 
and so truly ? 

In an agony of shame and reproach 
she buried her face in her hands, whilst 
what the result of her actions would be 
rose before her. Only a few more hours 
and she would have to face them all — the 
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General and Mrs. Boscawen, the relatives 
gathered together for the wedding, and, 
worst of all, Frank himself. What reason 
would he give to the world for the break- 
ing off of his engagement ?— rfor she 
knew that he and she could never now 
stand at the altar to be made man and 
wife. 

The misery and humiliation of her 
position only grew in bitterness as time 
went on; her passionate southern blood 
rebelled against the shame that lay 
before her ; she staggered to her feet and 
looked wildly round. She was stiff and 
cramped from the cold, and felt faint and 
weak from loss of blood; she had for- 
gotten the cut upon her wrist until 
forcibly reminded of it. 

The shouts of the crowd still rent the 
air, and the swish of water was distinctly 
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heard; now and again the sound of a 
falling beam told that the work was not 
yet done, but the worst was over. She 
had no time to lose if she wished to 
succeed in the desperate resolve that had 
presented itself to her mind. 

She stole cautiously from her hiding- 
place, the darkness of the night was in 
her favour ; before long she had reached 
the cottage unperceived. Noiselessly she 
opened the door ; the wooden stair creaked 
under her cautious footsteps. What if 
Aunt Dulcina should awake and she 
should be discovered ? But at the head 
of the stair her aunt's door stood open; 
the noise of the passing engines and 
the cries of the crowd had roused 
her ; she was already at the scene of the 
fire. 

Celeste breathed more freely. Aunt Ann 
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was deaf and not likely to be awakened ; 
she crept to her room and struck a light. 
She glanced around and shivered ; every- 
thing was in readiness for the morrow, or 
rather for the day that was already break- 
ing. Hastily she gathered together a few 
things and put them in her travelling- 
bag, including her purse with £20, that 
Aunt Ann had given her the evening 
before. Then she proceeded to change 
her dress, arraying herself in her darkest 
clothing; her travelling cloak followed, 
and a hat and thick veil. No one could 
recognize her in the uncertain light that 
the first hours of the morning would 
bring. 

At last her preparations were com- 
pleted, and weary and trembling she sat 
down at the table and wrote her sad 
farewell. 
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" My heart is breaking. I love you so, my dear 
dear aunts, and yet I must go ; I cannot face them 
all. Do not fear ; I am quite safe, and will soon 
write to you. Frank will tell you what has 
happened; ask him to forgive and forget me, I 
am not worthy of him. Adieu, adieu. 

*' Your own, Celeste." 

She threw herself a moment on her 
knees. " Mother of Sorrows," she cried, 
'* have mercy on me ! " 

At the end of the passage Aunt Ajin's 
door stood partially open. She had not 
observed it as she ascended the stair, but 
now an uncontrollable longing seized her 
for one last look. Dare she venture ? Was 
the risk too great ? Noiselessly the door 
yielded to her touch, and she entered the 
room. 

Why did not the hungry, loving gaze 
wake the sleeper, lying so peacefully 
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through all the wild confusion that the 
night had hrought ? — but she did not stir, 
and the girl turned away with her eyes 
full of tears. 

She had no time to lose; already the 
crowds that the fire had collected were 
dispersing, and returning in straggling 
groups along the road. It was between 
five and six o'clock — the world was 
awakening to a new day. 

She watched her opportunity and slipped 
out unperceived, then with hurried eager 
steps pursued her way. The gate at the 
Vicarage stood open. He too was among 
the crowd. How bitterly she mourned 
not seeing him ! — he who had been her 
best and truest friend. She had promised 
in any trouble to go to him, but the 
trouble had come and was past his help ; 
she could not keep her word. 
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At the foot of the old steep street she 
turned from the principal thoroughfare 
and followed a country road leading to 
the next station, distant about three 
miles ; there she would catch the morn- 
ing train for London, and without fear of 
detection effect her jescape. Even should 
her flight become known in time to 
telegraph that she should be met at 
the other end of her journey, she 
would insure the failure of such a 
thing — she would leave the train at one 
of the stations on the outskirts of the 
City. 

Struggling and weary she pressed for- 
ward ; she would not go back ; she must 
be in time. One idea only possessed her 
— she saw her goal before her. It would 
take days to reach it, and yet how safe 

and sure it was ! 
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The glowing Italian sky, the four high 
convent walls, and the mother waiting to 
take her in. " Child, the world is weary, 
and here is Rest." 
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THE VICAR S WALK. 

Many months ran on, more than a year 
was added to the score of time, and in the 
memories of the Greystoke folk the night 
of the fire was a thing of the past. Gil- 
bert's marriage had taken place quietly a 
few days later than that originally in- 
tended for the double wedding, and now 
the village was rejoicing at the birth of 
his son. 

It was a gala day. The streets of the 
old town wore a festive appearance. A 
knot of farmers and notables of the village^ 
grouped round the door of the " Boscawen 
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Arms," were drinking the infant's health, 
and the healths of his father and grand- 
father before him. The Vicar coming up 
the street stopped and joined them ; they 
greeted him as a friend, as one who would 
not look askance at their harmless merry- 
making. He spoke a few words to each 
and passed on. He was going to the 
Priory ; he would carry their hearty good 
wishes to the General and his lady. 

It was early summer-time ; nature, as 
well as the townspeople, was rejoicing. 
The Vicar too felt glad ; he walked more 
hriskly than he had done for many a day, 
and dropped a word now and again of 
cordial greeting to the passers-by. He 
turned in at the Cottage gate ; he made 
almost a daily visit there ; he knew that 
the news which he carried would be wel- 
come to the old ladies. Aunt Ann had 
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failed much within the last few months. 
She rarely now left her room. It was 
Dulcina thai saw his approach from the 
window, and greeted him in the doorway. 

" She is not so well to-day, Mr. John, 
but she will be glad vou have come ; you 
must see her, and tell me what you think 
about her." 

" I have news," he said. " Perhaps it 
will interest her. Gilbert's child is born." 

" Oh, Mr. John, I am very glad ; you 
must tell her yourself! " 

He followed Dulcina up-stairs ; at the 
top they paused. 

" There was a letter from Celeste this 
morning," she whispered. " She says 
nothing about coming home. I think 
that has made Miss Ann dull to-day ; she 
is pining for the child." 

The Vicar softly opened the door and 
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entered. Miss Hilditch was in her seat 
beside the fire, and a warm shawl thrown 
round her though the day was mild. She 
held out a feeble hand of welcome, and 
motioned to him to sit near her. 

" Mr. John has news for you to-day,*' 
Dulcina said, as she closed the door 
behind her and left them to themselves. 
Miss Ann did not seem to hear, her 
interest was already engrossed. 

" I had a letter from the child this 
morning," she said, in quavering tones. 
"She says nothing about coming 
home." 

" Would you like me to go and bring 
her home ? " he asked. 

The dim eyes brightened at the thought ; 
it seemed to fill her with new life. 

" Would it be right ? Would it not 
be selfish ? " 

235 



TRANSPLANTED. 



" Not if it would do you good. Celeste 
would be the first to reproach us if we 
did not send for her." 

"There is a letter from the Superior 
also ; she says she is in better spirits ; 
she says if we have patience she will soon 
be amongst us once more." 

" Patience is a very hard lesson," he 
answered kindly. 

" If I knew I would see her I could 
wait ; but, Mr. John, I shall not be here 
much longer now. I long to see the 
child ; and if she were here Dulcina 
would not be alone after I am gone. 
You know we have been accustomed to 
each other all our lives, and there is so 
much in custom that Dulcina will be 
very lonely." 

" We shall hope that this lovely weather 
will do you good. We must get you out 
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to the garden, and you will be more 
cheerful surrounded by us all." 

She let his hopes pass unnoticed. He 
understood her; the summer sun would 
not bring her health again. 

" I have news for you to-day, Miss 
Ann ; the General has got a grandson, 
and there is great rejoicing in the 
village." 

" And Gilbert ? " 

" Gilbert telegraphs in great spirits. 
He says he will soon bring the child down 
and present him to us all." 

" I am very glad ; will you tell him so ? 
Gilbert's children will be the greatest 
happiness of his life. They will fill a 
blank which ought not to be there." 

" Gilbert is not aware of the blank, 
Miss Ann. He thinks he has every wish 
fulfilled ; and if in after years he feels a 
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want of sympathy, he will think the fault 
lies with himself. We must not judge 
hardly of Daisy," he said gently ; " if her 
feelings are not very deep, it is perhaps 
not her fault, and we may not truly 
know. Gilbert says she is .very reserved." 

There was a spark of Aunt Ann's old 
humour as she met the Vicar's eye. 

" Has she anything to reserve ? " she 
asked. 

" She is impenetrable, at any rate, you 
will grant ? " he said good-naturedly ; 
then Miss Ann turned the conversation. 

" What about poor Prank ? " 

" He is working hard ; it is the best 
thing he can do. He says she always 
told him that he must live for Art." 

" And he is just waiting ? " 

"Waiting and hoping as youth ever 
does." 
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"The child will never marry," Aunt 
Ann said sadly, gazing into the future 
with eyes that saw so clearly ; "it would 
he hetter that Prank should learn the 
truth/' 

" He will grow to know it when they 
meet ; only herself could make him 
believe ; and we must hope that it will 
not he so bad as you fear. But I am 
going to leave you now; you have had 
enough for to-day." 

He walked slowly along the. road, his 
hands behind him ; he was deep in thought. 
Unfolded from his memory lay open 
before him the story of Celeste's sojourn 
among them. What a mixed and tangled 
web it was of cross purposes and happi- 
ness gone wrong ! With whom did the 
fault lie, that the girl who had come to 
them in all her joyous youth, bright with 
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anticipations and dreams of the future, 
should have fled from them at last, unable 
to bear with the weight of her misery? 
He thought of her wrestling with her 
sorrow; fighting it down in the quiet, 
regular convent life. He knew she would 
at last triumph. He had watched her 
and loved her for years, and he knew 
there was that in her nature that no pain 
could kill ; she would rise above all 
circumstances ; hers could never be a 
spoilt, unhappy life. 

" Hullo, Vicar 1 You are not going to 
run me down ? — composing next Sunday's 
sermon, I suppose ? " 

It was the doctor coming up the path, 
with whom Mr. Boscawen had nearly 
come into collision. 

"You don't look like a man to be 
congratulated, and yet I suppose I 
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must do so, on your becomiag a great- 
uncle ! " 

" Thanks ! Yes, I am to be congratu- 
lated. I had forgotten the event. I was 
thinking. I have just been to the Cottage. 
What is your opinion about Miss Ann ? " 

The doctor looked grave. 

" It is a difl5.cult question to answer. 
There is nothing really amiss ; only a 
complete collapse of her vital powers. 
She seems to have no interest in living 
longer. Why do you ask ? " 

" It is about her niece ; you know she 
is still abroad. Should we brii^ her 
home ? " 

" Yes ; you had better. Unless we 
can rouse her wish to live, she may slip 
through our fingers any day." 

" I will start at once, then. Celeste 



ought to be here.'' 
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" She ought in more senses than one." 
The doctor passed on with a knowing 
laugh. He and his wife had always said 
the Vicarage would again have a mistress, 
and quite right too, the lady of the house- 
hold held; a clergyman was not half a 
clergyman unless he were married. Why, 
the wife often did more good in the parish 
than even the husband. 

So the Vicar took his way down the 
hill towards the Priory, unknowing of the 
happiness that the doctor was planning 
for him. His own happiness was certainly 
the last thing in his thoughts ; his mind 
was full of the sorrows of others, and, as 
many a man before him has done, he was 
trying to find some reason, some hidden 
purpose that would explain the wherefore 
of the crooked lines around him. Specu- 
lation was not rife in those days, as it is 
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now, when evolution and the immutability 
of the laws of Nature are said to explain 
easily every ill under the sun. The doc- 
trines that the Vicar had preached for 
twenty years, he preached still ; of a 
Power above, all-wise, all-pitiful, and yet 
the Sender of trouble and misery. It 
sounded very well woven into his Sunday's 
sermon; somehow it seemed only a 
sound when brought face to face with the 
misery. Did it lighten the weight ? Was 
it not cold comfort? Such questions 
came to him often ; they were in his 
mind now as he walked on. His brow 
was furrowed as he mentally stood face 
to face with the problem. " My ways are 
not as your ways " — the breeze seemed to 
carry the words ; he raised his eyes from 
the ground, and walked on with head 
erect and calm front. To question was 
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not his duty, but to trust, and to help 
others to do the same. Somewhere in 
the future the crooked would be made 
straight, and the rough places plain. 

He was roused from his meditations by 
footsteps approaching, and before he was 
almost aware he was face to face with 
Frank. 

" Where did you come from? " 

" I turned up unexpectedly last night. 
It is only a flying visit ; I return to town 
to-night. I was on my way to see you." 

" Nothing wrong, I hope." 

" Oh no ! nothing wrong ; simply that 
I required some sketches which I had left 
behind me. But I wished to hear all the 
news, and I knew you were the best 
person to apply to. Tell me about them 
aU." 

Frank had retraced his steps with his 
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uncle. They were now at the house, and 
passed from the terrace into the smoking- 
room. It was the same window through 
which Celeste had passed on the night of 
the fire ; and Prank looked round, almost 
conscious of the white-robed girl beside 
him. Then he turned, expectant of an 
answer, while the Vicar sank into a 
lounge-chair standing near. 

**Miss Ann is very unwell," he said. 
" I had just come from the Cottage when 
I met you J 

"Not seriously ill?" Prank asked 
anxiously. 

" It can hardly be called serious, and 
yet I am going at once to bring Celeste 
home." 

Prank turned away suddenly, and went 
forward to the window. He did not 
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speak, and his uncle continued : 
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" Unless I go at once she may not be 
in time. I know she will wish to come ; 
she will never think of herself ; it would 
be a life-long regret to her if she were 
too late to see Aunt Ann again." 

Frank did not leave the window. His 
voice sounded forced and strange ; he did 
not even turn while he was speaking. 

"Will you tell her?" he said; "will 
you tell her from me that she need not 
fear to come? I will go away; I will 
not see her until she sends for me. She 
need not be unhappy about me ; I have 
plenty of work to do. I shall be all 
right." 

" You are not going to let this spoil 
your life, my boy ? " 

" Oh, no ! I shall get over it in time. 
It is rather hard just at first ; but it is 
better than if we had found out too late ; 
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anything is better than that. And per- 
haps, you know," he said, turning round 
with an attempt at a laugh, " she may 
change her mind, and take me after 
all!" 

They passed to other subjects after 
that, but the letter was written and in 
due time arrived at the convent. 

Celeste had been out all day helping 
to nurse a sick child. She came home 
late to find Mr. Bosca wen's letter. She 
took it to her room; a presentiment of 
sorrow made her hesitate to open it 
until she was alone. She sat down by 
the window and read the Hues by the 
fast- waning light. 

Mr. Boscawen had tried to disguise 
the truth, but he had not succeeded. It 
was quite clear to Celeste, Aunt Ann 
was longing to see her, was dying — even 
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if she started at once she might not be 
in time. She turned back to the begin- 
ning and read the date, comparing not^s 
when Mr. Boscawen could arrive. Why 
it was that very evening ; at any moment 
he might be there ! She rose from her 
seat and looked excitedly round the room. 
The joy of the unexpected meeting was 
so great it almost took her breath away. 
For the time-being Aunt Ann's illness 
seemed vague and shadowy in contrast 
with the certain and immediate meeting 
lying before her. She must go at once 
to the Superior and tell her the sad news. 
She went forward and was about to open 
the door, but some impulse seized her; 
she turned away, seating herself once 
more on the lowly chair by the window. 

A sense of unreality had stolen over 
her. Only an hour previously she was 
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deep in the convent life, finding her 
solace and comfort in its duties and 
occupations, thinking often fondly and 
sadly of Greystoke, but as of a past 
chapter in her history — a volume closed 
for ever and put aside. Now feelings that 
she had believed dead were alive at a 
touch, and an impatient feverish eager- 
ness filled her being — a desire to start 
at once, to resume her old life of past 
years when she first was transplanted 
into British soil. 

She looked round the little room with 
its parquet floor, its unpretending furni- 
ture, its view from the window into the 
sleepy garden, and over the distant 
house-tops the dome of the cathedral 
rising marble white into the evening sky, 
and a vision of the Cottage parlour forced 
itself in contrast upon her ; the glowing 
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fire, the soft warm rugs and curtains, 
and outside the sharp clear frosty air. 
Was she ungrateful for the shelter she 
had found within the convent walls ? Had 
not she found love and sympathy, and 
at last happiness and peace? But she 
had been allowed to go her own way 
in silence, and her wa,y had uncon- 
sciously been leading her back to life — 
life in the world full of human joy and 
sorrow, ministering to those she loved. 
She had nursed her own private grief 
too long, she had been a coward in run- 
ning away from the path of duty lying 
before her. 

With the last thought she rose again 
and hurriedly left the room. She must 
find the Superior ; she must tell her that 
she was going home — home! The word 

struck a chord of rapture; she had not 
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realized how truly Greystoke had become 
her home. 

She passed swiftly along the passage, 
and knocked at the door of the Mother's 
private room. Voices within made her 
pause ere she opened it. In another 
moment she entered, and her hands were 
held in the firm close clasp of her friend. 

"Oh, Mr. John, you have come to 
take me home ! " 

*' Are you ready to come, my child ? 
The Reverend Mother says you have been 
very happy here." 

"Yes! I have been very happy, they 
have been so good to me; but I only 
knew when your letter came that I could 
not remain here— I must go home." 

They were alone, the Superior had left 

the room ; the Vicar put his hand fondly 

on the girl's shoulder. 
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" I have a message for you, my child ; 
you need not fear to come. Frank will 
not be there ; he told me to tell you so ; 
and that he will not return until you 
send for him." 

Celeste's eyes dropped, and a flush 
came into her face. 

"Can he ever forgive me, Mr. John? 
Can any of you do so ? I meant to do 
right, and I can never go hack to the 
Cottage if it kept him away from home. 
Will you tell him so ? He need never see 
me until he wishes to do so; and then 
perhaps when we have grown old he will 
let me be his friend ! " 

" Only his friend ? " 

" Yes ! " she said, raising her eyes, and 
smiling sadly. "I have done enough 
mischief in his life ; some day or other he 
will meet some one worthy of him, and I 
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don't think I was ever meant to marry. 
The Cottage life suits me best, with its 
constant round of duties, and no time 
to think of anything else." 

They talked much also of Aunt Ann, 
and the tears were in Celeste's eyes as 
she listened. She went with the Vicar 
to the convent-gate; they were to start 
for England next morning. She stood 
watching him till he was out of sight, 
then she slowly retraced her steps up 
the garden-path. Aunt Dulcina's words 
had come back to her memory, uttered 
when first they met — " He is everybody's 
friend, Mr. John ! " 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

FALLEN ASLEEP. 

It was the chill hour when night and 
morning meet; even in Miss HUditch's 
room where the fire glowed silently in 
the grate, and heavy curtains and screens 
warded off each vagrant draught, the 
chill was felt. Celeste rose softly from 
her seat beside the bed, and drew closer 
to the fire. 

She had been at home for nearly ten 
davs. She had come in time to watch the 
gradually dying spark of life; but the 
light was very faint and dim ; they knew 
that there would soon be darkness. 

254 



FALLEN ASLEEP. 



Celeste let her eyes wander musingly 
round the room ; a quaint chamber made 
up of relics of a life-time. Mementos 
of girlish days adorned the mantel-piece ; 
a framed sampler hung above it ; and on 
the walls were miniatures and silhouettes 
of a past generation. Beside the fire 
stood a little table, the family Bible its 
only burden, the fly-leaf a record of birth 
and death. Aunt Ann's spectacles lay 
beside it, and the shawl she had last 
worn still hung over the great arm-chair. 
Celeste glanced towards the bed. How 
soon would another name be added to 
the silent register ? Propped up with 
pillows Aunt Ann lay asleep, the beau- 
tiful features perfect in their repose, and 
the silver hair parted on her brow. 

Celeste's thoughts wandered on to a 

yet far distant day, when her own 
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luxuriant hair would have become a 
silver crown ; and the tempest and trouble 
of life lying behind her, before her too 
would lie the awful secret of the life to 
come. She buried her face in her hands 
and shivered. She wished Aunt Dulcina 
would awake and come to her, and keep 
her from her own thoughts; but she 
was asleep weary with watching. 

There was a movement. Celeste raised 
her head uneasily. She had tried in vain 
to calm her mind; gladly she rose and 
went forward to the bed as Aunt Ann's 
feeble tones struck on her ear. 

"Child, raise me up a little,*' she 
whispered. " I am stronger to-night. I 
wish to speak to you ; I wish to give you 
something while Dulcina is not here." 

"Are you sure it will not hurt you, 
darling ? " 
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" No, no ; nothing can hurt me now. 
There is my work-hox ; will you bring it 
to me ? Put it where I can reach it." 

Celeste did as she was hid, and helped 
the trembling hands to raise the heavy 
lid. Within, the yellow satin gleamed 
in the candle-light, and the mother-of- 
pearl fittings had lain untouched for 
forty years. Aunt Ann's hand wandered 
over the contents, groping for what she 
sought^ — a miniature folded tenderly away . 
She looked at it a moment, while a smile 
lit up her face, then put it into the girl's 
hands. 

" I wish you to keep it, dear ; Dulcina 
does not know I have it still ; she never 
quite forgave him." 

Celeste looked wonderingly into the 

face which looked back at her from the 

picture, — a handsome face, conscious of 
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its own beauty, with a something she 
did not like written there ; a sailor, the 
naval uniform told. Her eyes expressed 
her thoughts. 

" It does not do him justice, dear ; you 
must not judge him from that. It does 
not give his smile, and then you never 
heard his voice ; it was his voice, I think, 
that stole my heart away," 

The old lady's eyes dropt as when 
she was a girl, and into the marble 
whiteness of her features stole a flush 
as in the spring-time of her life. Celeste 
bent forward to catch each word of the 
feeble tones; her interest was aroused; 
she had identified herself with the 
speaker. 

*'It was summer-time when we met, 
and in a little while we were engaged; 
but his people would not have him marry 
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a penniless girl, and they sent him away 
again to sea." 

" And you never met ? " 

" Oh yes ; we met and parted. We 
had nothing to marry on ; we could not 
help ourselves. He gave me this ring, 
and I said I would always wear it for 
his sake." 

"And then?" 

" And then he married ; and in a few 
years he died. I never saw him again. 
I have never seen his wife.' 
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"Is she living still?" Celeste asked. 
" Had they any children ? " 

" No ; they had no children, and soon 
after his death his wife married again; 
and then, I felt as if I might think of 
him once more.*' 

The last words dropped singly and 
slowly from her lips, and her eyes 
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closed as if in sleep ; but it was only 
for a few seconds; she was gaining 
strength for what she had still to say. 
Celeste stood waiting, the miniature in 
her hand. How carefully she would 
guard it for Aunt Ann's sake! She 
bent forward, for the lips moved. 

"Dear child, I might have married 
afterwards, but I have never regretted 
my single life; I have tried to be true 
to myself. It brings peace at the last.' 

There was silence. Aunt Ann's eyes 
had closed, and her breath came softly 
from her parted lips. 

Celeste carefully moved the work-box, 
restoring for the meantime the miniature 
to its resting-place ; then she sat down 
beside the bed to watch. There was 
not a sound to be heard, but the low 
and regular breathing of the sleeper; 
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gradually the girl's eyes also drooped, 
and unconsciously almost her head rested 
at last on the bed. 

The hours slipped away; the dawn 
filled the room; the birds broke up 
the air with their songs ; and Dulcina, 
softly opening the door, found Celeste 
asleep. Aunt Ann was asleep also ; but 
her sleep was the sleep of death. 

It was evening, some days later ; the 
long rays of the setting sun streamed 
over the churchyard, and threw the 
shadow of the belfry across the sward. 

Coming along the pathway from the 
Vicarage were Mr. Boscawen and Frank, 
walking arm-in-arm together, deep in 
earnest talk. The funeral had been earlier 
in the day, and the latter was on his way 
back to town. 

261 



TRANSPLANTED. 



As they passed the churchyard-gate 
they paused a moment. It was a peaceful 
scene ; and from where they stood their 
eyes rested on the new-made grave. On 
the grass beside it Celeste was sitting; 
some of the flowers with which she had 
been decking it still filled her lap. She 
was unconscious of their presence, and 
sat idly gazing from her; her mind 
weaving strange fancies about the sea of 
glory in the west, in which the sun was 
sinking. 

" You must go to her," Prank said. 
" She should not be there. Will you 
take her home ? She will do as you 
wish." 

"And leave you to go alone to the 
station ? " 

" Yes ; I would rather you did so. 

Good-bye." 
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They wrung each other's hands, and the 
Vicar entered the gate. Prank stood-a 
moment watching, then turned away. 
She had not seemed to see him as 
they had stood near each other at the 
open grave ; and now he was leaving her 
without one word, to go back to life, and 
work — alone. 

Celeste started from her dream as the 
Vicar's footsteps approached, and rose to 
her feet. She was looking paler than 
usual in her black dress ; and wearily 
pushed the hair from her temples as she 
turned to greet him. 

"Will you help me, Mr. John?" 
she said gently. " I wish to make it 
beautiful." 

" I would rather watch you, my child ; 
and then you must come home. The sun 
is sinking, and the air is chill." 
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He stood watching till her task was 
done. Slowly and reluctantly at last she 
turned away, and slipped her hand within 
his arm. They passed through the gate, 
along the hedge-lined road ; and the 
evening shadows deepened round them. 

In the west a crimson glow still lingered, 
but a mist was rising from the river, and 
enveloped the village in a soft haze. 
Here and there a light twinkled brightly 
from some cottage-window, showing that 
the hour was late. 

They did not speak as they took their 
way to the Cottage. But at the garden gate 
they paused ; the Vicar would not go in. 

" Not to-night, my child ; you and 
Miss Dulcina are better alone." 

" Then to-morrow will you come, Mr. 
John ? I have a new life to begin, you 
know ; and you must help me." 
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He looked at her questioningly, and 
an expectant smile lighted up his face. 
Was Prank really to have his reward at 
last? 

" No, no; not that," she said quickly. 

" I have Aunt Ann's place to fill ; Aunt 
Dulcina must never be left alone." 

*' And Prank," he pleaded ; *'you will 
send for him some day ? " 

Her hand was in his to say good-bye, 
and he held it a moment waiting for an 
answer; but she did not speak, only 
shook her head. 

She turned from him then, and left 
him standing without ; in a moment after 
the Cottage-door had hidden her from his 
sight. 
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THE EPILOGUE. 

There was bustle and confusion in one 
of the large London railway-stations, for 
it was Christmas Eve, and trains were 
being despatched in all directions hearing 
their load of holiday-making passengers 
and Christmas hampers. The snow was 
lying deep in the thoroughfares, and new 
arrivals brought traces of it with them 
to the station where it soon disappeared 
in the warmth and glare. Guards were 
rushing distractedly about trying to rouse 
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their passengers to the knowledge that 
the trains were already late in starting ; 
but the crowd was on pleasure bent, and 
nothing could disturb its light-hearted 
contentment. 

Two men walking sharply up and 
down the platform were engaged in 
friendly chat; about the weather, about 
themselves, and about their neigh- 
bours. 

*' Have you seen his last picture ? " 

" No, not yet ; but I hear he has made 
a decided hit. Burns was telling me that 
it would be one of the finest of the 
year." 

" Strange fellow he is ; one hardly ever 
sees him. What does he do with himself 
I wonder ? " 

" He works pretty hard, and then in 
the evenings he sits at home. I have 
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gone in once or twice and had a smoke 
and a chat. He is always very friendly, 
but there is something odd about him." 

"Well, I have done my best. I 
asked him to dinner one night, and he 
said h(». never went out — ^wouldn't know 
how to behave." 

Their conversation was broken in upon 
by a porter running up against them 
with luggage on his shoulder, closely 
followed by its owner. 

"Hullo there!— look out where you 
are going ! " cried a cheery voice, and 
the friends looked round. 

" Boscawen ! by all that is wonderful. 
I thought you never went from home." 

" Better late than never," he answered. 
"I have not bean at the old place for 
years, so I • am on my way there now 
to keep them in mind of my existence." 
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''It is to be hoped your friends have 
not totally forgotten you ; you give them 
ample opportunity ! " 

*'It is to be hoped not — and I am 
going to see ! " 

" Happy Christmas ! " they shouted 
after him ; and nodding farewell he 
disappeared in the crowd. 



THE END. 
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